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Prefe&t of the Pretorian Cohorts and 
Generalifſimo of the Roman Army ; 
inLove with, and Contracted to 
Portia. 


His Friend, ant Tether to Portia. 


Favourite to the Em mperor ; in Love 
with Portia, a Vittsin. 


His bad MA, Creature. 

Faithful Slave to Martian. 
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viſter to Aarelian, betroth'd to Martzan, 
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To William Gregory, of How-Caple, Eiq 


HE Author having given me leave to chooſe 

| a Patron for his Play, I knew not where to 

| make a better Choice than You, Sir, who 
Inherit the Virtues of your Grandfather, cheWor- 
chy Mr. Juſtice Gregory, as well as his Eſtate. He, 
who ſo honourably acquitted himſelf of the great 
-Þ Truſt of Speaker of the Houſe of Commons : He, who 
Exerted the Patriot in the worlt of Times, and 
ſhew'd himſelfan Engl/oman, when 'cwas dangerous - 
to be ſo; who choſe rather to reſign his Place on the 
Bench, than oblige an Arbitrary Prince, by putting a 
forc'd Meaning on the Laws, to ſerve his Turn, in 
deftroying the Subject : But his Virtue was reward- 
ed,and this happyRevolution faw him in che Chair, 
where he diſcharged the Duty of a Juſt Judge, 1 
A.. Good Chriſtian, and a Charitable Benefactor ; in 
ſhort, who liv'd belov'd and dy'd lamented by al! 
Men : I could not, Sir, | am ſure, oblige the 
Author more, than by putting this his firſt Endea- 
vour under the Protection of the Heir of this great 
| Man, who does in nothing degenerate from fo Ex- 
cellent an Anceſtor ; and I, Sr, have no lets Satie- 
- fattion, in making Uſe of this Opportunity, to 
ſhew*'how much I am, 


Tour Oblig*d Humble Servant, 
]. Sturton. 


PRO 


PROLOGUE. 


With Ire wt calm the raging beat of inc, | A Poet came to me the other day, 
Dur Awthor in like Circ ance 11 caſt ; 
& cools his Fancy to oblige your Taſte : 
fe nnderwrites to pleaſe, aud frames bi; 17r, 
altly to the Level of the Pit, 

nowing what Stuff will paſs, *tis bis Intention, 
Never to Soare above your Apprebenſion, 
efore he writes to you, the Mted"'rate 1Pits, 


True Country Squires, conceited Fops & Crs, 


| So Folumteering Poet went ro Pot. 


A Virgin you ſhoew'd gently, gently uſe * 


ince the Vacation, Lord, bow things are mended \ 

told her Fortune then, which I remember 

"us, ſhe ſhou'd get new Rigging in December ; 

ow I lo. Hayncs preteſt wpon my Honowr, 

She's there, with 4; my rophe ſie pon ber, 
u me 4 ſtrange Prophetic Spirit reigns, | 
wich I impate to au Exceſs of Brains, 

That does 1:y Buſineſs upon each Occaſion, 


And if bes not deceind, 4 


They Critics turn, and damn the r 
Miſſing bis Aim, becomes an Evi 


— —_— — OO —— — ———_———  _- —_ > O——————— —_— -— — 


EPILOGUE, 
Spoke by Miſk Alliſon. 
our ſad Poet is the lazy'ſt Rogue, 


Ell, 
w * has ſent me here without an Epulopue, 
What ſhall I do?=——-no matter what 1 fay, 
It nced have no Relation to the Play. 
The Poet fancies that 141 plead his Cauſe ; 
Tell you of Paſſions, and Drammatic Laws : 
Or laſh the growing Follies of the Town, 
But I have 5 6. Buſineſs of my own, 
Tho you may think my Roſe nor yet full blown. 
[, who mult make my Fortune of the Stage, 
Will ne*er expoſe the Vices of the Age : 
Which I ex to find my chief Support ; 
And thrive by them, as Flatterers do at Court. 
*x is not for ———— Beau 
t may get Good of him, for ought 1 know. . 
Why ſhou'd I call that Damme Spark a Bully, 
Or the good natur*'d/ keeping Fool a Cully ? 
Whea 1 as well as others, ſoon may ho 
To be maiatain'd by ſome conceited Fop, 


% 
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# 


J Her the bot Sun with ſrorehing Beans does ſhine, | For none I bupe will wp "tis Inſpir tion. 


To learn the Deſtiny of his new Play ; 
| Urg'd by good Nature, T in pitty ſhew'd him 

How to prevent 4 Shame the Devil ow'd him; 
| But he word 0110 meet the Critics Shot ; 


Ladies, I'm ſure you will be plear'd to day, 
For he has = maſos Women in bis Play: 
etty fa 
But yet he has this Refuge, if that fas : 
Whos Poct's Plots in Plays are danwid for Spight, 


' Owr Author brings you here his Virgin Muſe ; 


| And i; ſhe's Anker d, now, at the beginning, 
Conſider this is hey firft time of finnang : 


Pimps, Pandars, Paraſites, Prigs, Bears & Bullies, 
| nd rthores, with all x wes Ss, of C:llies. | Like your kept Miſſes , more experienc't grown, 
think I ſee one there, jult [0 attended ; She hopes to give Content to all the Town, 


that write : 


$o the State Plotter on the like Pretence, 
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Roman Brides Revenge : 
A 


IRAGEDY:- 


ACI :kL SCEMEL 


rr ——_—— —_—_— 


A Grove, a2 the end of it, a Magnificent T, emple * $0- 
lemn Muſick is heard at a Diſtance. 


Enter Perennius and Letus. 


This Night, this very Hour, within you Temple, 
That rough hewa Soldier, Afarrien, bears her from me ! 
What is Perennins now ? What his Glory ? 
His boaſted Favour with- Zomes Emperor ? 
The feeble Exhalation of a Night, 
That ſtrikes a Terror into none but 
For what are all that dread me here but Boys ? 
The only Man, Rome holds,contemns my Frowns, 
Letus. *St not ſo loud within the ſacred —_ 
Or you diſtu: b the holy Juglers Qmens, 
Per. Oh! that I durit diſturb the hated Rites 
That rob me of my Peace, and of my, Love: 
Snatch the bright Maid trom-the pale quaking Prieſts, 
Rifle her Sweets ev?a in the awful Temple, 
And break the ſullen Malice of my Fate. 
Lat. Now,by the Gods, why losſe you thus your T emp, 
In impotent Complainings on your-Fate ; -., 
If you want Power to ſupplant your, Rival, -' 
_—_ the States-man, and contrive Revenge. 
B 


x E's gon! Oh! Letw ! Portia's gon for ever ! 


Per. What 


# 


2 The Roman Brides Revenge. 


. Fer. V-Vhat-can I think ? or how can I contrive ? 
VVhoſe ruffi'd Thonghts in mad Confuſion rowl ? 
The differ:nt Guſts of Hope, Deſire, Deſpair, 

Rage, and Revenge drive on the furious Billows, 

And to a Hurrican toſs up th* impetuous Storm, 
That wrecks my Temper, fioks my ccoler Counſels, 
And,leaycs we without Refuge from Deiiruftion, 

Le'.. Chime ſaxcoththisre pid Thnpetbra a calm; 

A minutes Calm may fately make the Port. 

Think of the Empercr ; you know the ways 
To twiſt, ard wind him as ycur Intereſt leads : 

You feed his changeful Appetite with Pleaſures ; 

Hi 


ger, 4nd ts Smiles. gre at your beck, z 
v 11an Ke 
our 2 
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yan 
. Fer. Alas! I'vetry'd my Pow*r with him in vain, 
ta only this he's fxt againſt my Will, 
Martian alone, of all his Father's Friends, 
Yet braves the Shock of my deſtroying Hand. 
Here 1 am ſoil'd, for like a vaſt . 
He ftands too firm, and mighty for my Gripe. 
Let. He mult bevudermin'd then — — 
Eall to your Aid, the well known Arts of Court, 
Thoſe {ure can ſhake the Emperor's Reſolvcs ? 
Per, Oh ! "tis not to be Cone, 
Yve try'd im in his Wentonnefs of Favour: 
His peeviſh Gratitude for Life receiv'd, 
From Adfariian's Hands ſurrounds bim as a Bullwark. 

Let. Deſpair not yet, for you will ſurely have her ; 
The Wife perverts the Virtue of the Maid, 

And Husband warms her for the Lover's Arms. 

Fer. Oh! no, ſhe's Virtue all, and ſtubborn Chaſtity, 
Cold as th' Ificles of ſevereſt Winter, 

Unſully'd, as the Roſe within the Bud, 
Before the Morning Sun has kifs'd it open. 
Itell thee, 1 may as well hope to poſſeſs 

A Goddels, Diana's ſelf, as Portia ; 

She has no Pride for Flattery to work on ; 
The Vanity and Follysythat betray the creſt 
Of Womankind, loſe all their Force o9-her. 

Le. gclicve not-that, Nature has made 'em all 
Of the ſame Various, and inconſtant Mould: 
When the gay Bait is fikted totheir Taft, 

They change, andclaſp the ſweet Temptation faſt: 
Remember ſhe is Woman Sir ——— 

Woman, that loves with Violence to Day, 

Is cold to Morrow, and ev'n hates the next day.. 


gle your Heav'n, 


dlledy hianith his Bol, 1 .* 
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The Roman Brides Revenge: 
Remoreyour Rival, as I'll ſhewtlw means ; N 
Then time, and the ſoft Dalliance of Court, 
Ard warm Adreſſes of 2 vi Lover, 
Wilt melt her waxen Virtues down before you, 
Deface the old, and make what new Impreffion 
You fhall like beſt—— 
Per. Proceed. | 
Let. Tis not th* Emperor's Gratitude preſeryes him, 
You know him better--- for himſelf's the Center 
To all the Motions of his Love, or Hate. 
Hethinks he holds the Soldiers firmer to him, 
By giving them their Darling for their Leader. 
Since on their fickle Wills his Empire hangs. 
He wou'd repoſe that Truſt, where moſt ſecure; 
And Mpriiav's oft try'd Loyalty perſwades him, 
"That he has his, as he the Armys Hearts. 
But him falſe, you rouze his Native Fears, 
Andev'n his Doubts will fix his certain Ruine. 
For when he doubts, no longer he will truſt him, 
And Safety bids him end his Truſt with Death. 
Per. But for this Proof, my precious dear Contriver. 
Let. Produce you me, to-charge the Treaſon home, 
You can't want ſwearing Rogues enough to vouch it ; 
That is a Trade in Rome, Families live by't, 
And never bluſh to own their Occupation. 
Enforce but you his Popalarity, 
His ancient Junian Race, that twice freed Rome : 
Shew how t'affetts their old omen Manners, 
Ev'n in his wedding Revives th* Obfolete Rites of" 
Of Conferreation; his nice Palate 
Can relliſh gothing of ourpreſent Times. 
Th Emperor's Fears will ſwelf the Fantom fo, 
He'll fly like Li to the Holy Temple, 
And cruſh him 1a the very Hour of Bliſs. 
Per. There may be Life in this, 1 lite it well, 
Ill winnow fo his Looks, his Words, and ARions, 
Thatt will hew he's more of Chaff, than Corn. 
Snatch we this Moment, this white Lock of Time, 
Before he comes here to theſe damn'd Eſpouſats. 
Ha! let's away, for {ee the Pomp draws nigh, 
Follow'd by Portia, and the fatal Mfaviies. 
I cannot bear the ſight: Pl] blaſt his Joys, 
And in the Harbour of his full —_ Wiſhes, 
Sink the gay Pinnace with her y Cargo, 


( Exeunt Ambe, 
B 2 SCENE IL 


The Roman Bridgs Revenge. 
SCENE IL 


Enter Flamens, Augurs, «#d Pontifices. i= their Robes, fol- 
low*d by Heautboys; Flutes, aud Trumpets, after them the 
Camilli with the Sacrificing Veſſels in their Hands, with the 
Officers of the Sacred Rites ; next tbe Auſpices, then the Fla- 
men Dialis, #he Camillus Puer, «»d Portia led by three Boys, 
follow'd by Martiam, As the Pomp paſſes on Martian aud 
Portia come forward, 


Mar. Drtiia, my Love, diſmiſs theſe needleſs Terrors ; 
For I will told thee faſt within my Arms, 
And Fence thee round from all theſe ſpreading Miſchie!s : 
My Love ſhall chaſe thy Griefs and F:ars away, 
And with fierce Kiſſes watm thee into Joy. 
Emer Avurelian. 
And ſce thy noble Brother, my Aurelian, 
Come from the War t* extend my growing Bliſs! ( They Embrace. 
Oh! let me claſp thee thus my Friend for ever ? 
More welcome to me, than Wealth to Poverty, 
To Sick Men Health, to haraſs'd Countrys Peace. 
Aur. My Maſter, Brother, Father, Friend ! Oh ! thou 
Dearer to me far than Fame, or Victory. 
Por. My Brother! , 
Axr, My Siſter too ! this gives a double Pleaſure (They Embrace. 
For my- paſt Fears, to find thee thus ſecur'd 
From the Aſſaults of: the ipjurious Court. 
Mar. Her Roman Vertue is her ſureſt Guard, 
Is not this Triumph worth a Soldier's Toyl ? 
So brave a Friend, a Wife ſo wondrous good ? 
Oh! ny unruly Joys! — give, give you Gods, 
Your glitt'ring Boons of Gold, of Pow'r, and State, 
To thoſe meanSouls, who think *emworth their Hopes ; 
FI not have leſs, nor can you give me more 
Than full Poſſ-flion, of my preſent Store. 
Per. You ſee my Love the Rites attend ws ! 
" Mar. Proceed. ( 4s ſhe's led forward, ſhe looks back, on Martaio. 
©! my Friend, ſupport me | 
A ſudden ſhiv'ring ſhoats through all my Veins, 
As cold, and chilling, as the hand of Fate. 
For as = gentle Por:14 parted from me, 
Methought ſhe grew all pale, and wan, as Death. 
Now by the Gods, the dreadful Fantom works io, 
I cannot bear the ghaſtly Image of it. y 
As. *Tis but the Deluge of too mighty Pleaſure, 
That bears your Spiri's down th' impetuou; Stream. 


4 


The ſhock will ſoon bc over. 


The Riman Brides Revenge. 
Mar. O! it is more, and Fate | feel is init; 
The Gods are angry at my Happineſs! _.. -:, 
Axzr. Have they not Reaſon think you? - | 
Aar. Ha |! $9721 7 ?O 6002 209 2 ot ,* 
Aur. When you amidſt this Murricane of Nature, 
And all th' expiring. Gaſps of falling Rome, 
Deaf to their Calls, are loſt in lazy Love ? 
Mar. Touch not my Love,” 1 charge thee, touch got that. 
Awr.Ha! but 1 muſt, I came co-rouze you from utc! 
Is it for naught d'ye think, that the Wiſe Gads |... 
Send ſuch amazing Prodigies among us ? | 
Nothing but wild Confulion is all round, 
Nature ſeems ſick, and theſe her dying Pangs, 
The Sun, her Soul, ſhines with diqunifh'd Light, 
Or rather ſheds a gloomy Twi-light on us z1 
No genial Heat to raiſe the ſickly Herbage, 
And cheer the ing Reliques of Mankind. 
The Earth, as weary of her guilty Burthen, 
With dire Convulſions ope's her Pond'rous Jaws, 
And ſucks whole Cities with their People down. 
The Sea ſwells ore its ancient ries; , 
. And drowns whole Countries ; thro' the Air are heard 
Sad hollow Groans, and lamentable Screams, 
That kill like Mandrake's Shreiks, all choſe that hear 'em. 
And is this then a time for Bridsl Joys ? 
Mer. Ha this ! all this! and from my Pertis's, Brother ! 
Anr. Pardon me Sir, | taſte the noble Hongur 
You deſign her, but muſt prefer my Country 
To all, toey'ry Good, that's mecrly mine. 
His Countrys Glory is the Soldier's Idol ! 
For tis tor her he toyls in Forreign Camps x- 
She cools his Heats, and warms his triezing Limbs ; 
Fices his larze Sou] with that lmmortel Fury; 
That with undzunted Ardor hunts her Foes 
Th: ough all the bloody T | of the Field. 
The Gods felets us Soldiers from Mankind, 
.To give our Country's Safety to our Care ; 
Shall we betray that Truſt then, Who ſhon'd guard it, . 
Ard while her har: al d Armies ſtarve abroad, 
Here fee her riff®d by Domeſtiak Spoilers, 
The pointed Dagger levelPd at her Heart, 
And looſe the Sent» of it in unmaily Pleaſures ? 
Q! Virtue, Honour,, whether are you fled ? 
WV hen AMr11an has torgot your glorious Charms ! 
Mar, Enough my Friend; | o«n theiguilty Charge, 
Theu [t z<t the tart of me in'Glorys Race, 
1 own I've been @ Lag 3 all ſhall be mended, 


EE es et ng, 


And 
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The Rimen Brides Reverige. 
And Rome ſhall nt Cad bed yrofutger ice; 
Be but thou ſtill my Friend. '- | 

Aur. Oh Sir, forever! *©-- 

Be ſure of that, notall the Shocks of Fortune, | 
Or —_————— pervert my FTaieh; 

Aar, n let's away, Pit to my Fortis Boſome, 
And in that Aromatic Flame | 
Bucn off.ghs my —_— 

And on the Eagleofiihet forring Victues;,. 
As from th' Imperial Bumerali Pile; 
Mount up the Komer's juſt a 
And purge their City from the 
Of Pimps, Bawds, Flatterers, Informers, Ruftans, 
Uſerers, and Betrayers.of zhe-public Good, 

Exert the Soldier in this noble Cauſe; | 
And fix their Freedom, and reſtore the Laws. 


Aur. Eravely reſolv's,. amay then tqtho 'Femple, 


ing ad. 
Herd 


And thence to cheer your Army's Hearts. 
Mar. It ſhall be (ortait fee thei Emp*rour comes, 
And with him Perennazn;© 
That — Birth bof proftizured Favour: 
( Excant. 
Enter Emperor, Paigecbes, Lats, and Train, Percnnius, and Lz- 


rus ſeem to Jteak.to bow «: bt og ove, 


Em, There ltwmibe you've made | his Gait moſt plain, 
And he ſhall find that Galiwws-will nor © 1 
Bear his Wrongs like a poer Tame Flobriovy, - 
For —__ vl hm, as lo there row 
Nor ſha!l the awtul T © "Is 
I'll treat my uſtice ret 
E:'a to the height, and'we Ref Be — 
(Pu wn 16 the Tamphe. y 
Scene opens and diſcovers 6 mag rifitent Trmple ; daning the Ceremony tbe 
Emperor gazes —_— on-Por tia. 
be \olomn Invocation nnd 
O Juno ! Wie) O' Mighty Jove, 
Diana! and theu neew off [ove, 
Who, 0're our Nuptiel Ries prefode, 
Show*r united Bleſſungs on 0ur btam cour Bride, 
Give ber Health, and give bey Foy, 
Give her ev 'y Tear 4 Boy, 
Brave 4s bis Father, as bis Mother Good, 
Full of. the Firtnes of bis ancient Blood. 
Send us kind Oment while alond we Sing, 
Jo! Thalaſſus! Jo! Jo! Thalaſſivs ! Jo; Jo! 
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When the laſt Cho "t, amen Dis leads Horia | 


to touch the Fire, and the the Altar;. xt #4notbt* 
Flamen does Martian, they evof3, Zobat whole ve touches fhe 
Fire, the orfrer toiit bes the Water, and #henthe Chorus is done, 
the Flamen Diafis a3ks Martian, Will you Cxias have Cx/s to 
be your Wie? He auſwers 0s \.T n be «its Portia, le 


you Cai4 have Cas: t0-be 


anſwer, the Emperor ſteps 
Emp. N?: by the Gods, 1 fivear it we ſraft've, 


And Birds i Ki 


Sooner ſhall all Extreams unite, ads 
Mar. Ss good 
That I don't viok 
Per. Alas! my 
Emp. To latch theb? 
Mar. Traytor, 
And is my Virtue ſo un 
Emp. Traduce t 7 are 
With ſuch falſe Baits F0h't4trth i* Ur 
To bick yoot Treifons3 Writ Storpiva," 


And heal the Wound v wich B 
Mar. Produce the Villain Pa dite 
Emp. It is enou 
Mar. It is tos LENS 

Have | for this, uphet 

And Rem'd the Torrent an 6 s t 

That from each fide came rowling avjon' thee ?- 

Aur. Oh! have but Pati gre fog we Rule 

Mar, Preach Pallerce'tb orke Wings tes; 
They'l ſooner hear thee. . Shalt deat 
Like Boys, and Women with'ſcttet ' "iſ pF” 


No, by the Gods, PH urge his DER honte,, 
Upbra'd kim with (ngraticoth Ts ES adds { 
27) 3, 


Have I not left the Gcgel 
For the fierce Shock” of 
The parching Heats, ant beg 
To keep thee ſafe in thy Tigle 


| 


jb @? 2 $004 
Have I not ſpent whole a= $19. " 
To keep ”—_ lazy*Attfabe Tr a OK 
On Beds of Roſes with '4 
Whilſt the bor omg Kite ae 
Soar'd not _—_—— 
And durſt not wh 
Emp. Ha ! durſt not Yacthy em + rf Tl: drafting Fary, 
.*Be Witneſs all how 1 diſdaia this Boaſter.. (_ Parſe; alittle- 
; He- 


PEW dis 
$ live M4 ih thin phiber 


F , Y - 
AX 


Quath ſtern 1ngednr,: and drove home the Gabs,/ 
numerous SWarms Mk Rome it (elf with Terrcr. 
It was a Start gaim from thy Dad Bane, 


dad Wot wi Path EEE Peg Fila, 


Like A lague,'y? oats Comics 
That own'd the rs Pow' r, you you then 


A Vidtim to Rag 
A Tein to th gg fem Retes 
7 VIE W 


nit Attn 


Em. I'll hear no. 
Mar. You pap 
You dare net hear 
Becauſe yon have. ry ay 
Your Life you 91 
To me you owe- 
If you not like 


Guard Riu ot 
Mar. Oh! the jolt Foun 
For if 1 am a Trayror [tis $0 Reme.. 


To let this pur One 13-17 44 tm 
For the derirerher'$ | ® acdhents xt 
Her VVidow*d | th _— 
Her raviſh'd Virgins, and her pied ths 
For 'twas from me ſhe took thee, {9 

Emp. It is enough--»- there $1 roof, 
Away with him-———__ .., . Wag tO? 54 

Por. O! Em or hear | 7 Pa | 
If ever gentle iy ys donuts 
For Honour, and for Juſtice ha: _— —— 

Mar. Kneel not to im,nor ohimby ſuch? otives, 

\ Marther ho 


How can he pitty us that ſports Wit 
And laughs at all the G | 
How can the ſource 


4911 T 
Or Honour move "+ 
That leaves his 96bIe - rr Fagr> 
The ſhameful Footſtool 1 vba 


Who, ſtill unpuniſh'd w | 
Treacs _— &'k ! c:iw 25104 10 the 7 rO 
_ « Om 21 li "7 
Shall not be bearced in OlLidrr A JILY 


Therefore away with higa ts Iau « 


160} -ycde 3071 11r0Q% 
of Jon wb bak 
7 0 BCT 16 0 Nh I&H a7 
" , 9 4 {1 2194 11 \4/ py 


f 4 IYIGess Lez1eNs 


Por, Stay, ſtay till Pve ſpoke but to the Emperor. To the Gnards, 
O ! Sir, conſider, will you kill your Soldier ? : Knazhi again, 
Your Empize's Guard, and for a few raſh words? 

Forc'd from him by this Burſt of ſudden woe ? 
To have me friatch'd from his impatieat Arms, 
Ev'n in the brighteſt ſhine of his full Rogen! 
To loſe me when he'moſt did think me- his ! 
Oh ! "tis enough to make him talk, and rave ! 
Emp. Riſe Noble Portia, L mult not let you kneel, 
Port. O! 1 will kneel as long as I have Lite; 
THI 1 can move your cruel Breaſt co Pity, 
Think what itis to loſe a thing you love, 
"Though buta Trifle, and as he me, 
For Oh ! he loves me ; good Gods how hedoes love me! 
His very Sol is up in my Faith ? 
I'm ſure *twould kill him ſhould 1 ſpeak unkiadly ; 
Indeed it wou'd ;, and when youdrag me from him, 
You tear the very Strings of his poor Heart. 
Think what the wild convulſive pangs of Love, 
Of wondrous Love, wou'd force your 'T toſpeak! 

Emp. Well Madam, youve Charms 1find thag will prevail q, * 
His Life I give you, ev'n againſt my Peace | 
But ſee you learn Compaſhoa from me, Fair One, 

1 ſhall expect ir, 

Mar. Barbarian, | diſpiſe thee, and thy Pity- 
I charge thee do not dare to baniſh-me, 

For it thou doſt 

Por. O! do not ronſe his Wrath velclFd aſleep 3 
But with me kneel, and own the generous Gift. 

Mar. How ! Portia? i is this kind to thank the Tyrant 
For the extent, and utmoſt ſtretch of's Malice! . . 
Life wuhout thee is lingring on the Rack. 

Por. Ba ! without me? forbid itye juſt oro k 200 
No, | will wander with thee thtouph the World; - 

p hrough the bad World, to find our a Recrent + 
from V:l)any z for Virtue, _ tor hy 


Come let's away, for Exile's 0 | 
_ Go ſee him ſtrait eihou he —_—_— 7 
3 9119 1h Te rhe Guarils. 
Hold, Medam, you muſt ſtay and ſhive in Rome; "i Rt bold of ber 


Ihe leading Star otzH her glinecing:Hoft.. 
Por. Stand off 


Snatching her Mand away, 110 thanks; 
catches bold of rr eng a the Cnards. 

for I'!l go with ies my Love! _ ; 

"Thus will | cling to him as long as 1 have L iſe 

Not Death it fel! ſhall looje my eager hold. 


G Emp. 
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10 
_ Dogs, Hell, and Futtes, ami not 'obey'd ? 
Cut off the Traytor's Arm, ev*a.in her gratny ? ) 
And drag him t«nce, -and drive him out of Rome ; ' 
If he comes back, he dyes. - in 
Per. Oh! hurt not him; for ſec my Harſds are leos'd. (The Guards 
þ ſirmygle, and offering to cut bis Arm, ſheets go. 
Altar. Dogs ! barbarous Lyrant ! bloody Villains!  (H#'s born oat, 
Por. Stay, take one pirting Kiſs, ſtay prithee do ; 
Stay but a Moment, for Fve much to ſay, 
Believe me conſtant, think me thine for ever. 
Not Racks, nor Terture ſhall pervert my Faith ! 
Oh le: m- hear from thee ! each cedious Minuce, 
Pl1 ſend thee back my reſtleſs Throws and Pargs, 
My eager Longibgs, and my raving Wiſhes. 
Looking up 2 Ha! he is gone! torn from my panting- 
and abour.y Botome! 
Torn from me in the Temple, at the Altar ! 
Revenge it Gods upon this bloody T'yranc !- 
Pour on his guilty Head, Diſtreis and Ruin, 
Poverty, Contempt, Rebellion, Slavery, 
Knawing,Dicates, Leprofies, Phagues, and Famine !' 
- Blaſt all his Hopes, and Wiſhes in Enjoyment !- 
Seize him ye Furies, Goak him, plunge bim in profoundeſt Hell © 
For my poor Martian! for my injur'd Martian ! 
Axrel. Forgive me Friendfhip, if I'm ſilent now ; 
Or ſcem to break thy holy Laws to keep %cm ! 
I is the only means of dear Revenge ; Afide. 
If I diſſemble well; Cgaifh the Paw'e 
To cruſh the Tyrant, and reftoze my Friend 
Emp. Wrong not thy Vertue thus for s black Traytor, 
But lift thy Eyes up to a Monatch's Love. ( Ts Portia, 
of ering ber bis Hand, 
Per. Ha! Love fromehbee! -—-- blaſted be thy Tongue, 
That ſpeke the guilty. word! thy Mind that form'd it ! 
I ne*er ſhall fall from the auſpicious Height 
Of Martien's Love, to th' low Abyſfs.of thine. 
O! no! the vaſt Deſcent's too terrible, 
And my Soul ſickens at the dreadtul View: 
Avant, be gone, nor with one touch pollute me. { Starts away 


Aurel, Ferbear my Siſter,. before the awful Gods, 
T* affront their Srered Image in. your Prince ! 
But know the generous Honour, that ke means you ; 
And ket me give you to his Royal Arms, 
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Por. Is it Awrelian ſpoke thoſe guilty words ? 
Sure *cis impoſlible! deſert thy noble Friend 
On thie firſt ſhack of his unequal Fortune ? 
Aur. No Friend can ballance with my Emperor's Will : 
He, and the Gods, require our firſt Obedience. 
Nor ſhall you fondly throw away their Bleſſing, 
Por. O Martian Martian | How wilt thou believe it. 
A part of me is falſe ro thee already ? 
Oh! Where is Virtue fled ? Apoſtate Wretch ! 
How I difpiſe thee,and diſclaim thy Blood * ( panſes alittle. 
'Oh! brea = Heart, this is too much ro bear? 
Stand off, and give me Room, that | may dye, 
I will not ſtay in this contagious World! 
O let me fly aloft to the great Gods, 
And ſnatch their idle Thunder to deſtroy you! 
Ob! Oh! Oh! ( Faints away. 
Emp. Ha! by the Gods, ſhe faints ! go bear her gently 
To the I ial Pallace z Quiet, and Muſick 
May ſmooth, and lull this Frenzy of her Mind. 
Come to —_— my Brother new, and Friend, (ts Aurel. 
Thy Zeal for me ſhall meey a juſt Reward ; 
The Prize thou giv'it, deſerves my Diadem ! 
For on her Love nds thy Emperor's Life. 
Bound with theſe my Empire thou ſhalt ſhare. 
Thine be the rugged Glories of the War, 
And mine the boundleſs Joys of this foft yielding Fair. 


, The End of the Firſt ACT. 
4s 
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ACT I. SCENE L 


An Anti-Chamber in the Empreſſes. Appartmetut 
tz the Pallace. 


Emer Perer.nius and Letus. 
Lei. Y FAve but a little Patience, —— 
Peren. Patience ! 


Now Curſes on thy Counſels, they have ruin'd me ;- 

And then thou thruſts me-out to ſkviſh Patience. 

Patichce ! the lazy Refuge of mean Souls, 

That rather bear, than le wittitheir Fortune. 

Gods ! how I deſpiſe it ; if 1 fall, it ſhall 

Be in a manly grapple with-my Fate ; 

While my large Rwns cruſh ye all co Atoms, 

No mote of thy dull Counſels. >, 4 
Let. You lik'd *em once. 

And by 'em have remoy'd your pewrful Rival. 
Peren. But rais'd a greater—ſet Portia farther off, _ 

Beyond the bounds of my extenſive hopes;- - .. - 

M-Ambition too's defeated ; for her Brothe 

Wears all the Plumesof his degraded Friend, 

And fond as a.Child of's new gaudy Cloaths ; 

Already's gone to take poſleſhon of 'ew. 

Had I but gain't that point, my love had thriv'd, 

Spight of rhe changeful Emperors WilL or Pow'r. | 
Le:. 1 know not what you think, that look through Miſts, 

Through Clouds of Paſſion ; but to me I ſwear 

By the great- Gods, that all ſeems wondrous Well. 

Why are we here elſe ? at this dead of Night ? 

And by the Empreſſes Opdet ? But with tteedom 

To conſult your mutual ſatisfaQtion. 

Is ſhe not raging with neglet& Love ? 

Reſents ſhe not with more than equal Ardor, 

TY eſtran = AS of ye I ? 

But you will loſe this means of Happineſs, 

Rather then have Patience ! Navifl Patience f 
Per, Pardon me Friend, my Soul is on the Rack, 

cannot think of-loſing heav?nly Portia ! 

But wild diſtraftion ſerzes on my Brain ! 

And like a Whigl-wind rends wy very Heart up. 


The Poman Brides Revenge. 


Fut 1 am calm agaln, now lope appears, 
Temperate as Age to hear thy Story out. 


Let When 1 ſay 1 told her of it—— 
Fer. Ay then ! What faid ſhe ? inp. 
Let, At firſt ſhe ſilent ſtood, as ſtruck with Lightning, 
Fixt were her Eyes, and motionleſs each part, 
The charming Red forfook her beauteous Face, 
And left it bleak, and wan; then in a moment, 
A fiery Bluſh o'er-ſpread it ; and from her Eyes- 
A ſhow'r of Tears burſt with impetuous force, 
As if they meant to quench the angry Flame 
'That burnt her Cheeks. And then you might have ſeen 
Pride, Love, Deſire, Deſpair, Fear, and Diſdain, 
Rowl, claſh, and break like furious meeting Tydesz 
Till in this mighty Hurrican of Paſſion, 
The wretched Princeſs ſunk into her Chair. 
Per, Proceed, this Story moves me. 
Let. It would be 
Tedious to repeat her various Agonies,, 
And all that paſt till her tempeſtuous Rage 
Had work'd it ſelf into a calm of Thought, . 
How to redreſs, it not prevent her Wrongs. 
But having inform'd her of the ſhare you took 
In her Suft*rings, ſhe appointed this Place, 
And Time, for our Coaſulkation ; and I 
Have got, I think, the means of both your caſe. 
Per. As how my beſt Friend ?- 
Let You ſee the Empreſs comes, 
You ſhall partake it with her. 


Emer Empreſs. 
Empr. DivorCd | thrown-ſgomhim like aloath'd Embrace ! 
Am | grown old and ugly in one Month > 
Gods ! I ſhalt be the out-caſt of the Court ! 
'The Laughter, or the Pity of the Vulgar ! 
Of ev'ry fawning Raſcal! Oh ! my Heart ! 
May all the Pla he has invok'd light on him ! 
For his baſe Perjuries! Oh ! but 1 love bim, 
Ev*n to DiſtraCtion Love, th? ingrateWW'falſe one : 
That blunts my Rage, and quite difarms Revenge, 
Converts my Curfcs on my Tongue to Bleſlings. 
I have no Refuge left, but ſad Complaints z 
And thoſe, but fan the'fury of my Love; 
Set all his Charms in my deſpairing Eyes, 
Shew me the dear, bliſsful, ary, good [ loſe. 
Oh! Death! Confuſion, *tis not to be born ! 
Le. 1 cannot ſee ſuch Beauty in ſuch Grief 
I will break off the anxious Sgene, Madam! 
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"Empr. Ha, L.etw, are yen here, Perennins, too ? 

"Tis much to ſnd rwo Friends, -and in-Diſgrace. 
Fer. Madam, ſuch Beauty wrong'd can ne'er want Frie: ds, 
Empr. Flatter me net, for Pm grown old and witker'd. 
Let. Freſh by ths Gods, and Beaurcous as the Morning. 
Empr, Ol! were 1 ſo, how cou'd m' Emperor ſI:ght me ? 
Per. His Appetite's too weak to taſte ſo fierce a Joy. 
Empr. Is Portia (air ? For yer I never mark 'd her. 
Per, Bright as Pondorg, made by all the Gods, 

T? allure the tnbborn Heart of the firſt Man. 
Exipr. Ah! me! | 
Per. But, Madam, to the means of your Reliet. 
Empr. Ay my good Friends, proceed. 
Let. The Emperors Paſſion 15 yer but young, 

And by removing Portia, wou'd loon dye ; 
Per. And then his Love for you in conrſe revives. 
Empr. But how! how ſhall 1 compaſs this Deſign ? 
Le:. Madam, | have a Friend among th. Veſtals, 

V/ho will convey her ſafely to their Temple. 
Fer. Their Habit gives them p»ſage where they pleaſe ; 

"Nor will ſhe ſcruple to venture with = Prieſteſs. 

Let. Thence may ſhe make her wiſh'd eſcape to Aartien. 
Empr. If ſhe does love but halt fo well as I, 

She will be ſwift to catch this bleſt occaſion. 

. Let. But ſhe mult haſte to uſe this dead of Night. 

The Prieſtefs ſhall be here within an Hour, 

Ewpr. Well, I'll away to free her and my ſelf; 

For while ſhe's here, no ſor me remain, 

Burt a black Scene of dreadful Woe, and Pain. | 
Per. Well,but how wilt thou this lucky Thought? 
Let, Why, 1 will be this holy Veſtal Virgin, 

And bear your — to your Arms. 


Per. Let me embrace thou Sonl of brave deſign, 
Ent finiſh this, and all my Fortune's thine. (Excan, 
\ 
< , ® 


SCENE 1 
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SCENE I Portia's Appartmecnt. 


Scene rpens, and diſcovers Portia lying in « Melancholly poſture 
on a Couch, Enter the Emperor, 


Emp. 0 UCH was Ewope, ſuch bright Denee was, 
And ſuch was Leds, thus tranſporting fair, 
When with diluſive Arts great Jove compreſs d 'em! 
Oh ! thatI1 cord, like him, but change my Form, 
T' aſſume that likeneſs, that wou'd pleaſe you moſt. 
Gods might unenvy'd, keep their Joys above, 
I'd wiſh no other Heay'n but my Love, : 
(Sbe ftarts from ber Couch, on diſcovering the Emperor. 
Por. Ha! is he here ? and at this dead of Night! 
Oh! guard my Virtue Heav'n from the Tyrant ! ( Turns aſide, 
Emp. Why d' ye ſtart? why turn thoſe Fyes away ? 
That like Achilles Spear ſhou'd heal the Wounds they gave, 
Por. O Sir, for Virtues ſake with ſpeed retire ! 
1 muſt not hear, nor ſee you at this time, 
Emp. Oh! name not Virtue wich that charming Face. 
Beauty and Virtue are at Mortal odds, 
And as m_ as Froſty Summers. 
What has that melting form to do with Virtue - 
That artful Dawb of the Deform'd and Old, 
To force from Men a faint regardleſs look, 
Whoelſe won'd never mind 'em. 
_ and Youth abeund with Love Charms, 
And from their own bright ſource of Hear'aly Fires, 
Difuſe around ſoft Flames, and warm Deſires. ” 
Por. Oh ! name not Love, that is a noble Paſſien, 
Diſdains the barren Soil of guilty Minds, 
Aud only ſprogts in the warm Sun of Victue. 
Can'ſtthou, that tamely bares inſulting Nations, 
Seeſt Tyrants burgeon on each fide, each day, 
Without one Check, can that low groveling Soul 
Pretend to reach the lofty hights © gre ? 
Emp. Miſtaken Notions lead your ſTnſe aſtray : 
Love dwells not in the noific bute Breaſt, 
But in the ſweet Retreat of Peace and Joy, 
Now, by the Gods, the Trojar: Shepherd choſe 
With Judgment, when for Beaty he refus'd, 
The rugged Cares of Courage, and of Kingdoms. 
Let th' Ambitious take the buſie World, 
Thou ſhalt to me be Vitory and Crowns, 


Ambition 


s 4. - Oman Drides REVENDE, 
Awbitioh will but give the half his Heart ; 
Pl! not with-hold ev*n the minuteſt pact, 
Por. Oh ! how my Soul difdains thee ! 
Thou, that haſt held the Chariot of Rome: Glory, 
With fuch-a lceble Reiv, that iris faln, ' 
With vaſt Rapidity, from its full Noon, 
Down to the doubtfal ewyhghe of its Ser. 
How canſt thou think to move a Roman Mind, 
Full of the injur*d Genjus of ber Qountry, Sp 
That groans beneath thy mean Tyrannick ſway 2 
Emp. Well! I will draw the inſpiration, hence ; 
And from thy Lips ſuck that old Komas Virtue, 
That for thy ſake ſhall make pale War look lovely. TÞ Goes to ber, Em + 
| braces ber ; She ſtruggles from him. 
Por. Stand off ! imperial Villain ! touch me not ! 
Thy footy Soul pollutes-me from thy Meuth ; 
Cou'd | tell bow, Pd ſtop thy guilty Breath. 
Emp. How lovely is thy Rage ! 


Emer Em preſs. 


What brings her hither to diſturb my Bliſs ? 
My Soul was flutt'ring with the very Kiſs. (-fide, 
Por. 'T hanks to the Gods for this deliverance. 
Empreſs, Where is this Ttaytereſs? Where thoſe baneſul Charms 
That hold my Emperor from my longing Arms ? 
Ha ! he is here! here at this Midni ur, [ Sees bim. 
All raging Love, and ſhe within his Pow'r ! 
Her Virtue muſt too weak a Guard have been, 
Againſt the force of ſuch alluring Sig. | 
Emp. Wrong not, by your fond Jcaloufic betrays, 
THY immortal Virtue of this heav'nly Maid ; 
in Contraciltion by the Gods, delign'd, 
To our falſe Maxims againſt Woman kind ; 
For in a Court, in fpight of Force, or Pray'r, 
She's Conftant, Chaſt, a Woman, Young and Fair. , 
Empreſs. Why will you then puriue a fruitleſs pain? 
Fly what you have, for what you can*c obtain ? 
Return my Wandcrer 1 O ! return again ! 
I Sigh, 1 Pant, 1 periſh by delay ; ' 
{ My ſleeping Cares, my Pargs,-and Fears all Day ) | 0 
Come to my Breaſt, thow{t been too long away. Embraces bim. * 
\Wh-tÞ® ſcarce awake, about my Arms 1 caſt, 
With sager hopes, to preſs my Emperor faſt ; 
But he not there, | draw *em hack gain ; 
Then reach all round, bat all alaſs ! in vain; 
For he's fled from me; who ſhould exſc my Paia, 
My Fears awake me, and | gaze around, 
But thece no Print of my falſe Love is found ; 


Frightcd 
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Frighted | riſc, to ſeek where heis fied ; 
Then throw my ſelf upon my Widow'd Bed. 

Por. O! Emperor! can't ſucha tender Love 

Your ſtubborn Heart with gentle Pity move ? 
. Her nauſzons fondneſs but provokes my ſcorn. 

Por. O barbarous Wretch, ſure of no Woman born ! 
No ſoft Compaſſion harbours in thy Mind, 

But all thy Deeds confeſs thy Savage kind. 
Fooliſh as falſe, flight the beſt Joys of Liſe, 
In the Embraces of a conſtant Wife. 

Emp. A Witfes Embraces are all pall'd and dull. 

Beſides, your Image fills m* extended Soul, 
From your fierce Love no Refuge I can find ; 
Like Guilt, inexpiable, it hants my Mind ; 
Converts me all into its ſelf like Fire, 

in which, like Fuel ſpent, 1 muſt ar laſt expire. 

Empreſi. O' try by Abſence,to diſſolve theſe Charms! 
Fly from her Witchcraft to my Circling Arms. 

Emp. Tod weak that Circle to ſecure my Heart ; 

Sh' has ſpread the Poy on through each vital part. 
Abſence alas ! attempts my Cure io vaio, 
Abſence it ſelf augments the charming Pain, 
The more V'm from her, till | love the more, 
Poſſeſſion only can my Peace reſtore. 

But there Fate ſtands, and with an awful Brow, 
Checks each fond Wiſh, and every eager Vow : 
Drives me all naked from Hopes warmer Air, 

To the ſevereſt Winter of Deſpair. 

Por. B: hold more kind, aud nobler Beautys there. 

[ Pointing to the Empreſs. 

Emp. You tnrn my Eyes from you, to her in vain, 
*Spight of Deſpair, and all irs gaſtly train ; 

Ill = you ſtill, and fond the raging Pain. 
Nor to pale Night will I reſizn my Breath, 
But ſhun che enticing blandiſhmentrs of Death , 
Death ro your Pow'r a ſpeedy end wou'd give, 
But in the Tortures you ordain 111 live. 

Empre/3. Believe him nor, for he is all Deceit, 
Taught by my Ills, avoid the treachcrous Bait, 
For, ab! by fond Creduliry betray'd, 

I chought all ctue the lov'd Diſſembler ſaid : 

Reliv'd his Words, addrefſt with all the Art. 

Of —_ Perſwaſion, to ſubdue my Heart. 

B:liev'd his Oaths, believ'd cach tender Vow * 
B-liev'd his melting Tears, which artfully did flow ! 
The fatal. ſhelf of Faith in him, ob! ſhun, 

| but believ'd him, and 1 was undone ! 


D Pori44. 
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Porica, Fear not fair Empreſs any wrong from me, 
How little he can move my Heart, you ſce. 
His \Vords, like empty ſounds, paſs by my beedlefs Ears, 
His Love gives tae no Pleziure, and his Threats no Fears, 
Empreſs. See, ſhercj:Ots you ! whether wou't you fly ? 
It is not Porri« dpats on you, burl, . 
Oh let me reap the Frnir of ler kind Seorn ! 
Emper«r. Away, this fondneſs is not to be born. 
Nor do ycu much inſule ingrateul Fair, 
On thee Lwill revenge thee _ of my Deſpair. 
I will nct long, thus burn with hopeleſs Fires, 
Nor groan beneath the weight of impotent D-ſires. 
Por. Thy threars don't touch me; more than thy vain Lore, 
Empreſs. Hear me, O hear ye conſcious Pow'rs above, 
How oft he ſwore the Tyler's Streams ſhou'd go, 
Back ſooacr to the Source from whence they flow : s 
That Sun and Moon ſhou'd ſooner looſe their Light, 
And bury Mankind in Etcrnal Night. 
Than he be falſe. Then Tyber quickly turn, c 


And with inverted Volumes haſt t* your Native Urn : 
Riſe Darkneſs, riſe, and hide us all, for he's forſworn : 
The dear Proteſter now is falſer grown, 
Than Wind, or Ocean, or the changeful Moon, 
[ Preſſing him in her Arms, 
ror. I cannot, will not love, nay, ſee you more. 
Empreſs. O! ye juii Gods, who heard him when he {wore ! 
By Juno, Venus, Veſta, and by Jowe 
To me, and me alone Eternal Love. 
Why ye tame God:z, why doz't ye ſtrike him dead, 
Why oy poke aw his g_ Head? [ Pauſes. 
—- Ah no! good Gods ſpare, ſpare his precious Lite, Kmeljne. 
Transfx the Heart of his abandon'd Wiſe. L - 
Emperor, Vil hear no more — — 
For ſuch Contagion her ſoft Words impart, 
I feel a Forraign Pity ſtorm my Heart. [ fide. 
Empreſs O! youmult hear me ; for Pity's ſaks, but hear, 
To my Complaints you may afford your Ear, 
Though your dear Heart be gone— ————— 
Emp.——----:- muſt 7754 
I ſhall betray my weakneſs if 1 ſtay. [ He ſtruggles to get from her. 
Empreſs. .Oh ! ſtay and tell me, tell me, prithee do, 
\V hy. thou deſerts thy wretched Empreſs ſo ? 
What Crimes your Anger; and Averſion move, 
But a too mighty tenderneſs, and Love ? 
Emperor. Stand off--- --and looſe me, or--------- 


[, Clapping bis Hand on his Dagger. 
Lpeeſ 


—_— 
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Emperer. There's a Confuſion fixes me in III, 
Methinks it is unworthy me to yield. 


No, 1 will fly, fince I can't keep the Field. [ Breaks from ber and Exit. 


Por. Perſue him, Madem, and the day's your own. 
Your Goodneſs bore his ſtubborn Viccs down, 
And for juſt Pity made a noble way, 
You ſuffer them to rally, if you ftay- 
O! 1am weary of this fruitleſs Pain! 


Empreſ;. Oh! heis gon, tht cruel falſe one's gon ! £ 


Emp. 
Gods i muſt 1 waſt my Charms, and Youth in vain, 


No | will arm me with ſevere Diſdain. 
A generous Pride my ſuceſt Guard will prove, 
Again the Fury of my hopeleſs Love. [ Pauſes, 
Ah! no- -- it will not be---- my Heart rebels, 
And all the Efforts of Pride my ragitg Loverepels. 
Well, I will after him----- puckee him ſtill, 
And if he will not love me, ſure he'll kill? 
Oh! that he wou'd ev*n ſo bur give me Reſt, 
I'd claſp the dear Deftroyer to my dying Brealſt. F Exit. 
Por. Unhappy Princeſs, may'ſt chou Succeſs, 
For mine is twiſted in thy Happinets ; 
If thy ſtrong Virtue but Triumphant proves, 
We both ſhall reap the Harveſt of our Loves. 
[ Exit. 


"Y _—_ 
Ps 


SCENE lIL 
Changes to the Street. 


Enter Martian «nd Cleander. 


Mgr. Leander, prithee leave me with the reſt. 
Surprix'd, turn'd out to the inclement World, 
Naked of Help, | have no meaps to keep thee, 
Baniſk'd, proſcrib'd, a Price ſet on my Head, 
My only Boſome Fricad, that ſhou'd have lens 
His Shoulder co ſupport this fiaking Atlas, - 
Flyes from me with the common naſty Herd 
Ot Knaves, Sycophants, Buffoons, and Flaterers, 
And with my Laurels decks his Faithleſs Brow. 
All ſhun-me like [Infection ; therefore-leave me. 
Clean, Oh! Sir, diimils this'Avarice of Woe, 
And let your Servant ſhare your wretched Fortune ! 
Ashe as done your Good | I'm no Suqmer Fly, 
D 2 
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To lore your $'11e, and 1y yOur ſtormy Wearker. 
My ladaſtry has got forme littie Treafrre 
Under 3ou, that may help you ia your Exile. 
Mar. Why toad'ft thou love m- io, who by me 
Alone haſt lolt thy Ficedem, 
Cle n, — D:ar Sir, . 
Leſt my Freedom in my Country's Caule, 
And in amends Fate gave the b:it of Maſters , 
And may 1 on a Dunghill; 1:ke a Dog, 
Rot, rot piece weal, if e.er I ſorſake you. 
Is it fo hard, to le: your poor Slave ſtarve with you, 
Aſar. Yes,for *twou'd be uv: juſt,and ſhock my Natdre. 
O falle Aw eli.n! O degenerate Kome ! 
Learn Faith, and virtue from this noble Slave! 
Honeft Cl;exder, | lave no buſineſs for thee, 
Pm at the erd of Life's unesfie Journey, 
And can reach Death's near Inn «ithout thy help. 
Cle. O Sir ! far be that Thought ! your Country calls 
Implores your Help, to froe it from Opprellioa. * 
Fly to the Army, they will own your Cauſe, 
And fave lot Rome from black deyou”ring Knaves, 
Mar. Twill be in vain, for Knaves will ſtill be uppermoſt ;, 
Fhey float alofr, like Chff upon the Water, 
Which though by moving you a while diſperſe, 
Soon as the rufil'd Element is fettPd, 
They gather all a top again, 
Clean -------------- Think of your Perija then, 
When you are gone, where will be her Reſcue ? 
Mar. Ay, there Cleander thou haſt touch'd the Note, 
That breaks the drowſie Charm of lazy Death, 
And makes my Sault exert its Native Fire. 
What leave her, to the Tyrant's Will and Pow'r ? 
For him to brood o're all her chaſter Sweets ! 
Gods ! good Gods ! how that wild Thought diſtradts me ' 
No, I will live, for her thus curs'd will live ! 
And rouſe the ſleeping Soldier in my Boſome. 
To win the Army to revenge her Wrongs, 
Cruſh the black Tyrant, and deliver Rome. 
Force may be ſwiſter than their diſtant Reſcue, 
Therefore I will ſecure my Portia firſt. 
And ſhe in fafety, 1 can't periſh all. 
It ſhall be ſo -—------ - Clearnder, I employ thee. 


Clean. Bleſſings on you Sir, let me embrace your Knees, [ Kneekss 


For this kid Word ; youſhall ſce your Slave, 
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Fly through impervious Danges, ev'g,to death z 
Swift as Revenge or Jealouſte to ſerve you. 
Mar. You ſay the Guard takes you for Pertia's Slave ? 
Clean, 1 have bcen with her ha ſince the Evening, 
Went with her in the crowd too from the Temple. 
Truſting my Faith, ſhe ſent me oft to find you, 
And beg you haſten to deliver her. 
Mar. She ſhall be obey'd, for I'le now to her. 
Clean, Sir. 
Mar. With her conſult of means for her eſcape, 
Clean, The Army, Sir, is the only means ſhe hopes. 
Mar. Ti Army's uncertain, for they are Roman: too. 
Romans, and once my Friends, therefore muſt be falſe. 
Clo. This way you periſh, known to all the Court. 
Mar. No, 1 will take thy Habit, and ſo paſs. 
Cle. Conlider Sir, 


Mer. No more lam refoly'd, thou'lt find me in the Porch of Ye#-. 


Char. | mult obey, may all the Gods prote&t you 
Thunders. 

Mar. A ſudden clap of Thunder without Clouds, 
A waving Sword ith? Air,— 'tis wondrous ſtraage. [panſes. 
Avaunt be zone ye dreadful bodiag Omens ! 

For | will on, ſince Love will have it fo. 

If | have err'd ye ruling Powers above, 
*Tis by the force of a reſiſtleſs Love ; 

Spare her, for 1 alone am Criminal, 

3 And on my head let all your vengeance fall. 
Give me relentleſs Gods this one relief ; 
With this Encreaſe encich my BarrenGrief 
Then ſhall I have the Cordial Joy to ſee, 
My Portia happy by my Miſery, 

In that vaſt pleaſure looſe my wretched ſtate, 
Aud file at the vain Impotence of Fate. C Exit. 


The End of the Second A, 
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Portia's Apartment in the Paliace. 


Emer Portia 49 0veDoor, axd Martian is Cleanders Habit 
at the other. 


Por. ElI, good Chandey, haſt thou ſeea my Lord ? 
wW And will he haſte, to reſcne bis loft Porris ? 
Aer. With all the ſpeed of tooging eager Love : [ Runs to ber aret 
[ embraces her. 


Port. Unhand me Slave — What means this Inſolence ? [7 She ſtar's 
DF from him. 
Aer. \N bat does not then my charruing Porjs know me? 
And can a thin diſguiſe conceal her Adariian ? ( He --— an 
| ( Beard. 
Methinks her Heart ſhould beat at my Approach, ; : 
And by izs Sympathetick Throbs revealme. ( She looks earneſtly at bim 
while he ſpeaks ;, and after thy firſt nord rw into bug Arms. 
Por. Martian | — ha! My Lord! my Love! my Lite! 
Mar, Portia wy Soul! my Bliſb! my Heav'n! ( They Embrace. 
Oh ! do hold thee once more in my Arms! | 
The full Amends of all my Suff*ings paſt ! 
Port. Where haſt been poor Wand'rer ? Where haſt been ? 
Wher haſt thou done ? How have the Gods dealt with thee 
Since thou wert raviſh'd fram me at the Altar ? 
Where is the Army ? Will they own thy Cauſe ? 
Are they come with thee? Am 1 free from Bonds ? 
Aniwer me— tell me all; Oh! tell me quickly! 
For | have yet a thoniand things to ask , 
And horrid ſtrange, prodigious things to rell thee. 
Mu. Speak on--IIl anfwer thee witiyKiſles ; pres thee 
Cloſe to my Heart, while on thy panting Boſome 
] breath the dear Diſtrattions of my Fondnels ! 
Looſe all my Griefs ; all thoughts of preſſing Fortune 
in this Abyſs of Joy, of beamy Heav'n 
Ecernal Raptures of Almighty Love 
Dance round my Heart, and make me grow Immortal. 
Por. Oh ! Lam faint with Joy z Convulſive Heavings 
Extend my Boſome, and my throbing Heart 
Flutters about, as if *ewou'd beat its laſt ! 
Mer. Gods good Gods ! give me, Oh ! give me Porit. ? 
Give me but her, and caſt your Crowas and Glory, 


V.& ry, 
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Vitory and Fame to the poar buſte Slaves, 
That wou?'d be great, with her I wou'd fit down, 
In peaceful and unenvy'd Poverty, : 
Above the anxious Greatneſs of Renown. . | 
Por. O ! all ye Heav'nly Powers ! that fixt this World, 
With the Cement of Univerſal Love, 
Why is ſuch tender Paſſion not your Care ? 
Such Virtue, and fuch Truth by all forſaken ? 
Can you view Mortal Toys with envyous Eyes ? 
Or grndge the ſcanty Riv'lets of our Pleaſures, 
Amidſt tuch Torrents of ſurrounding Wo ! 
Ah! no----tis1 ; "tis my contagious Fate, 
"Tis curſed 1 have xnin'd my poor Afartion ! 
O! thatIrather never had been born! 
Or ſcalded o're with trightful Leprofies, 
WrinkI'd with Age, and loath'd Deformities. 
Mar. Accuſe not Heav'*n, nor curſe thy Beauteous Form ! 
My Crimes alone have made me thus unhappy. 
For. And can'ſt thou love me ſtill ? after the Sufferings, 
That | have coft thee ? 
Mear.------------ Sure thou doſt not doubt it.-—-—- 
Love thee ſtill ?-- ----- Yes, by my deareſt Hopes ! 
Thy very Name yields Joy; thy Talk darts Raptures, 
An oh ! thy ſelf ------ ob ! *tis not tobe ſpoke ! 
*Tis mighty extafie beyond — 
Heav'n 1s moſt juſt, withholds thee from my Arms, 
Becauſe it ſees I've not deſerv'd thee yer. 

Por. Alas, thy Love reſtores my tainted Blood, 
Oc ſees not the black Crimes it has admitted ! 

Mar. What canſt thou mean ? thy frightfnal Words, and Geſture, 
Caſt a chill ſhivering Horror o*'re my Soul. 

Por, Perhaps thou know'ſt it not ----- the guilty Shame 
Confounds me. I cannot utter it -+----- 

Mar. |t it be ought that does concern my Love, 
That threatens that, delay not to inform me, 
If not, all other 1Isare Forraign things, 
And give no Pain, 

_ Por. Muſt I then tell my Shame ? 

Mar. Ha ! thy Shame ! what wou'd theſe dreadful Words, 
Tainted Blood, black Crimes and guilty Shame ! 
Nay, thy Shame too, ha !-.-- Gods, 1 ſhall grow wild 
With gaſtly doubts. with ſtrange, with ſhocking Fears ! 
Art thou infefted with thy Sexes Frailties ? 
Falſe tro thy Vows ?----- thy numerous Vows and Oaths ? 
Impoſſible ! Anſwer me,---- Can this be ? 
This is too much, too much, relengleſs Pow'rs- 

Makes me fall out with Providence, and think 
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That Were abus'd with Mazims of your Goodneſs? 
This is not Juſt--.- 1 carmot, will not bear it,----- 
Por. O | have but Patience. 
Mar. Pve all th* extent of patient Sufferance. 
Can bear th' Infults of ths tumulrnous P:ople, 
The Savage Fury of a Tyranvs Will ; 
Not all the threatning Hurricane of Heay'n, 
Nor the right Hand of ereadful thnmdering Jore, 
Nor ſhou'd the Frame of Nature borſt aſander, 
And cruſh us all to Atoms, wor?d it move me. 
Buc this is worſe than Poverty, Difgrace, 
Exile, Diſeaſes, Rods, Axes, or Diſtrution. 
QO end me, e:d me, quickly Gods, leaſt 1 
Blaſpheme, and doubt your Beings. Ah / 
Blaſt me with Lightning ; throw me down, 
Por: But ah! my Brother! your loving Friead Aurelien ! 
Mar, What of him ? 
Por. Ah! he is falſe ! could'ſt thouthink ic. 
Urg'd me tc fallchood too, indeed he Cid: 
Courted the Tyrant with moſt Servile Flattery, 
To build bis Fortune opon Afartiar's Ruins, 
Calm this loud Tempeſt, thy Miſtake has rais'd, 
Or ſee me periſh in thy Sight this moment ! 
Mer. O! thou Pow'r te footh naruly Frenzy, 
Yes, 1 will h-ar you, though you Damn me tarther. 
Per. Oh! ttatl lovethee Martian, with all the Force 
Of Purity and Truth, be Wirnels Heav'n ! 
And ev'ry awful Pow'r bend down and hear, 
While in the fond Abundance of my Heart, 
I ſwear, 1 love thee more than Health, or Life, 
-Fhan Liberty, or wiſh'd for Peace of Mind 
Next to my Countrys good, and my own Honour ! 
Aer. O charming Words ! O excafre of Sound ! 
How it expands my Soul with mighty Joy ! 
So when the thandring Drum, and Tramp?ts Clangor, 
The Horics Neighing, and the Soldiers Shouts, 
Rouſe me to Battle with a Godlike Rage, 
The noble Fire extends my Heart, and Bonnds, 
Through all my Veins, and 1 am Ardor all, 


Tumultuous Tranſport, and Immortal Fury. [ DP axjes, 


I have offended Poriia by my Doubts, 
But Oh! my Love, 1 ſwear thou artreveng'd, 
Ixions's Wheel, and old Promerbers Vulture, 
And all the various Tortures of the Damn d, 
Are ſure much leſs than mine was. But my Fair, 
vUnce thou art true, no matter who is ſallc. 
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What ſay'ſt thou now ?- em not I infected? 
Spotred all o're ; a part of me has wrong'd thee. 
Mar. No, thou art whice, and pure as Innocence ! 
He is no part of thce z nor of thy Kin, 
Born of iome Slave, and palm'd upon thy Parents, 
The hithy product of ſome Courtier's Luft, 
And in Hypocriſie has outdone his Sire. 
I knew his Treachery, and had forgot it 
Name him ao more, the horrid Thought diſtrats me, 
And quite inverts the Orders of my Soul, 
For Oh! he'd wound himſelf abour my Heart, 
With all the noble Bonds of ſacred Friendfhip, 
That it has coſt me ſtrange ſtupendicus Pangs, 
To rend him-from it---- but he's gone, and 
May all the Curſes he invok'd light on him. 
Por. Ha! | hear a noiſe ! fly my g-ntle Love, [4 Noiſe a 
a diſt ance 
Flye lar from Rome ; Oh ! fly this Den of Thieves | 
I charge you by your Love, make haſt away ; 
| had thus long ia Joy forgot thy Danger: 
You are not ſatc, this is the Seat of 'Ruffians, 
Informers, Sycophants. Here the Brother 
'Traſts not the Brother, nor the Son rhe Father. 
Or if they do, they're certainly deceiv'd. 
All T yes of Truſt and Confidence are ceas'd. 
Mar. | muſt not leave thee then ia ſuch Contagion, 
But thou muſt with me ——— 
Por. More willingly, than 
With a Guardian God : but how is't poſlible ? 
Mar. AIPs poſlible 
To love like thine, and mine, —— I'll force my way 
Thro? the thin Guard. | 
Por. That will but arm the Court againſt thy Lite. 
Mar. \N hat is the Court ? the meanenervate Court? 
There's not the Soul of ons brave Man among 'em, 
Thcy love thiniſelves too well, to ſeek out Dangrt 
I am thy Soldier, and this Arm ſhall make 'em 
Keep av/ful diſtance, while I bear thee through 'em. 
Por. Thy Love and Courage will not ſee the Hazard, 
But I alas !J—— yet 1 will with my Love, 
To dye with thee is next to living with thee : 
Burtoh! my Fears, 
I hear the Noiſe again, Doors op'ning, the ſteps 
Ot ſome in haſt, ah ! clap on thy Diſguiſe, 
Or 1 ſhalldye with dreadful Apprehenſion!( He claps it wn. 
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Mary, Fear not my Love, thou muſt be Heaven's chief care, 
And for thy Virtue they will ſpare thy Martian. 
For. See 'tis the Empreſs ! 


Emer Empreſs. 


Emp, —— Who have you here ? 
For I've important Buſineſs with you Porii, 
T hat near concerns your Happineſs and mine. 
Por. T his, Madam, is an honeſt faithful Slave, 
Whom 1 am ſending to my exiId Lord. 
Emp. Will you not go your ſelf then ? 
Por. —— — Did | know how, 
Swift as the Wind, with albthe ſpeed of Fear. 
Emp. That I defign'd to tell you, when 1 found 
My Emperor with. you; but then you know, 
My Love, Deſire, and Hope, made me purſue him, 
Bnt ſince 1 cou'd not find him; {I'm return'd, 
To beg thee, if thou tit Pity, Love, or Virtue, 
As much thou ſeem to have, to fly him ftrair. 
I cannot reſt while you are here thus near him, 
For ah ! his Wit, his ſoft deluding Tongue 
Will melt thee elſe to an abhor'd Complyance. 
Oh ! he is perfeCt in betraying Wiles ; 
Knows every ſubtle paſſage to the Heart, 
And all the wondrous force of pointed Looks, 
Can thaw the Icy Boſome of a Veſtal, 
Though for the Sin ſhe's ſore to ſuffer Death. 
Oh! what cannot his cnnning Arts perform, 
Perſwade the Miſer from his hoarded Gold ; 
Aftive Ambition into languid Eaſe ; 
And ev'n the Prieſthood into humble Honeſty. 
Fly therefore fly, the dear Deſtruction fly, 
For if you ſtay, your Virtue ſurely dyes. 
Por. Not that | doubt my Virtue, 1 wou'd fly, 
But my Soul, ſtill languiſhes to XMartion, 
With moſt im us Ardor !--.-- Oh ! ſhew me 
But how.l ſhall get to him. 
Emp. "Tis thus + 
- I haveprocur'd a pious Veſtal Virgin, 

Who will convey thee (afe to Fits Temple, 
And thence find Means to get you out of Rome ; 
She waits us now in @ lone Gallery ? 

To which I will by ſecret Doors condudt you, 
That come not near your Guards------- 

Por, You hear, Cleandey, where you ſoon may find me, 
Ga to my Lord, and let him know the Joy, 


"Twill 
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"Twill eaſe his throbbing Heart, and cure hls Griefs. 
He'll bleſs the Gods, that when no help was hop'd, 
Sent kind Relief to Vertue in Diſtceſs. 
Mar. Madam, I will, and may the Pow*rs above, 
Crown all the Pious Empreſles Deſires ! ( Exit. 
Emp. Come gentle Fortia, uſe the preſent Hour, 


The next, perhaps, may not be in our Pow'r. 
( Excunt Ambe. 


= 


SCENES 
A Gallery im the Pallace. 


Enter Perennius, «nd Lztus in « Veſtal Virgins Hebir. 


To wait her in : But | muſt not be ſeen. 


( 1: gomg. 

Gods ! what ſudden Trembling's this, that ſhakes me 2 
My Nerves forſake rheir Office, my Knees knock 
Faintneſs and Shiv*ring chills my Heart ! 

Let. "Tis the ſurprize of near approaching Joy, 
Thar, like a Mid-night *Larum in a Camp, 
Starts all your Faculties into Confuſion : 
They'll ſoon into their ancient order fall, 
And bear you bravely to the noble Onſet. 

Pey.-l tope they will-Hark ! a Noiſe ! *'Pris theDoor, 
1 will before, to give you timely Notice, 
If ought approach, bring her through the dack Court ; 
*Tis mcſt remote and ſate. 

Let, —— Be gon, Inill. [Exit Peren. 


Peren. T HIS is the place the Empreſs order'd us 


The Door opens, the Empreſs and Portia enter with a Candle, La 
tus goes £0 em. 


Empreſs. O' Here”s the pions Prieſteſs that conducts you, 
| To her, and to the Gods | muſt commend you. 
And if the Wiſhes of a Wretch, like me, 
Will ought avail, may they convey you ſafe, 
To him you love, and make your Exile caſic ' 
Per. Opinion is the Ged that makes us bappy. 
And where my Martian is, 1 muſt be fo , 
E 2 For 
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Fer he is Coun! ry. Eciengs, and all to Me. 
Lc. Medam,this Light maſt cur, or back with you. [To the Empreſs 
we What in th&Datk ? 

, The Lipht will difcover'ns. 

The Moon? s kind Beans witl do our buffncls beſt. 
Por. And wiſt you gentle Virgin bring me fatr- 
Let. ToFeſta's Yemple,ard trom thence to Marti! 

It is cur-Duty to #ffiit th? unhappy. 
Por. It wer: hupicty, indeed, to dceubt 

The higheſt Holy Miniſters of Heav'n. 
Let, Nothing-but Fear, and Noile, and worſe Gel+y 

C1n diſappoint your Happine!s! 
E mp, Portiatatewel, may Heav'n reward thy. Virtue ! 
Por. And yours the "Emp: ror ( Exir with Letus. 
Emp. Oh ! that he wou'd ! , 

It is not in Heay'ris Pow'r to bleſs me more: 

But Il go ſeck him-out ;, ard with (reſh Tears 

Melt his bard Heart, dilolve it into Love ; 

Ard in the Flames, ' that all my Boſome Fires 

Conſume his wandring Wiſhes and Deſires. 

( Exit at the Door, and [nts it atier ber. 


Fnter Emperor with 96-99% and” Lights, 


Emp It was rot well to leave her in Deſpair ; | 

I might have gav'a at leaſt ſome doubttul Hope. [ Pauſe: 
| ſwear lier tender Love was ſtrongly moving ! 

Ard the is fair, by Heav'n ! yes, wordrous fair ! 

And muſt be lov'd by all. the World but me; 

But | am doom?'d to odd Fantaſtic Madneſs , 

To doat on Pride, and vain afﬀfected Virtue, 

'That ſpurns me from her, and diſdains my Loze. 

While I avoid the willing Charms that Court me. 

But I will ſhake thy Chains off, cruel Portia, 

And in my _ -- s downy Arms foreet thee. 

Why doſt thou fix thy beauteous Hand upon we ? 

Tear out my Heart, yet by the Gods "Il leave thee; 

Gentle Yale+i« in her Breaſt ſhall ſhield me 

Feom the impcrious fury of thy Eyes. 

Oh ! ( Groen, 

Like a poor Wretch upon his Feavouriſh Bed, 

| roſs, and tumble , turn from fide to fide, 

And yet no eaſie poſture can [ find, ' 
The raging Calenture ſtill burns within, (5rezns romnſe, 


Y 


% + 
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Enter Perennius &t 4 diſtance. 


» 

Por, Now Curſes on ill Luck! the Doors are faſt, 
Th:iough which we ſhou'd have made our wiſh'd eſcape. 
They nuſt come this way back,--Ha ! the Emperor.(Sremy bim 
Hell and Furys all's loſt, what muſt be done ? ( Stadys. 

Emp. Well, 1 will to her ; dry her falling Tears, 

Lock her within my burning Arms, and ſwear 
Never to iec her f5tal Rival more. 

Peren, It muſt be ſo-.-- this Let is unlucky 

His Head deſigns well, but he has no Fortune, 
And 1 till loole by venc'ring on his Bottom, 
This Dagger, as he enters, ſhall ſecure me, 
For yet this Secret is bexgween us two: 

And {ce they come. 


Enter L#zus ard Portia 


Let. D.ſpond not, Madam, all will yet be well. 
Per. Ay, when this Dagger has transfixt thy Hearr, { Stabs bim 
Let. ro } Ha ! 1561 by thee ! Villain,Dog ! bur | deſerveit. ( Dy: 
Per. (#fpde.) Dye quickly then, or elſe *twill do no good. 
Hold Madam, hold, 1 mult fecure you, 
For the Empercr, Lights there Portr1a, Treaſon ! 
Portiz is flying, ( Alcud 15 Portia, who ſbrieks at L-rtuss 
fall, «nd is running back, 
Emp, Ha ! what fay*it thou, 
That Sound has ruin d all my beſt Reſolves ! ( Riwns to ber, 
W hither is ſhe Flying! whither, and with whom ? 
Per. hat Sir, F can't yet tell, but this will ſhew me. (Takgs 4 Licht 
- 41d locks at Loews 
Fmp. Go inſtantly and ſcize the heedlefs Guards, 
Per. O ye good Gods, Sir, if it bent Religion 
That has co:ſpir'd againſt your Happinels ! 
( Secmy to lick mo ecarneſtly at | 2tvs mich 
the Light, breethng don n 19 the Eody 
Emp. Throw her vile Bcdy to the hungry Dogs: 
Per, Ha ! what iscl fee! furc my Eyes muſt Err! 
It is impoſſible ! it cannot be ! 
What Lets! my Friend ! Death to my Repole | 
The honeſt Les (lain by rhis curgd Hand ! 
Was this the kind return of all thy Frieneſhip ? 
This the beſt Gift Perennixs cou'd beſtow ? 
Emp. How's this ! bemoan the Traycor in my hearing ? 
Per. Pardon me Emperor, if I pay theſe Tears, 
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'To one that lov'd me better than himſelf: 

He was my Friend, my faithful hooeſt Friend, 

At leaſt, 1 thought him ſoz the beſt good Man, 

The plaineſt open Virtuz, I cer mer with, 

" Thar, and his z-alous Leve for you, my Lord, 

Won my Heart, for I've heard him iwear, 

He'd dye a thouſand Deaths for your lcaſt Pleaſure, 

But oh! I find (alas! thathe ſhou'd prove it} 

The faireſt Tongues oft hide the fouleſt Hearts, 

And noiſie Zeal conceals the Traytors ends. 

Yet, if he did dilemble— 

Emp, If he did ? 

Why, igt rot plain, art not thou witneſs of it ? 
Per, 'Tis true, my Sov'raign, and the Avengcr too 

He from my Hand delerv*d to meet his Fate, 

That durſt impoſe upon my honelt Nature, 

And wrong the b:{t of Maſters, and his Friend. 
Per. Glels mz, ST, a Man! what is't 4 Man 7 
Emp. A Man, Madam, yes, a young handſom Man! 

I and your boaſted Virtue's of a piece, . 

With that ot all the reſt of your frail Sex ; 

A cunning Bli:.6, to put off them you like not, 

And to ſecuce your ſport with thole you fancy. 

Yet tell me, fooliſh Fair, how coud'ſt thon chooſe 

This groveling Vaſſal, and refuſe his Lord ? 

Per. O ! baſe Yaleris | coud'ſt thou fall fo low, 

From all thy ſhining Virtue, to Revenge 

So mean, and lo ungenerous as this ! 

Emp. Ha, Valeria, didit thon ſay the Empreſs ? 

D:dſt thou not name Y2 eris ? ſpeak. 

Per. Yes, and though I diſdain thy poor Refletions, 

Yet fiace my Honoyr claims the Truth, U11 ſpeak. 

{t was the Empreſs that betray'd me to him, 

With the falſe Hopes of flying to my Love. 

{ knew no other, than his Habit promis'd. 

"Through a blind Door ſhe led me to this place, 


and wth diſſembPd Pity took her leave. 
Per, O! horrid T , that ſhe cou'd do io ! 


Emp. Valeria, this low ſordid Deed has ſtil'd 
All kind Deſigns of growing pity for thee 
41d Portia's mightier Beauties now relume, 
And fix their Empice in my Hears for ever. 
Per. O, Sir, relaps not from ſuch juſt Deſigns. 
flower the Empreſs meant to ruin me, 
” | was hurt the bad effelt of too much Love. 
Y 62 have no cauſe of anger at ber Favle, 
$:2ce 'ewas for you, only for you, ſhe did it. 


Fmp. 
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Emp. Excuſe her not, ſhe knew you Innocent ! 

And therefore 1 muſt hate deteſt, and loath her. 

Per. What have 1 done, now Curſes on -— ! 

'Twas forg'd, and falſe, on purpeſe to abuſe you ! 
Emp: 'T hat cannot be, you knew not this by Door, 

Come plead not for her, nor againſt my Paſſion. 

_ p all Fire, all wn, 8 __ -_ 3 

A y a Witchery mo a a , 

Love, and bn tn, what my Hopes. 

Perenmius take my Portia to thy ctargey 

The Morning's Dawn ſhall make her Beauties mine. 

Mean while, 1 will divorce me from Yaleria, 

And drive her out of the Imperial Pallace. 

Fer. O hear me Sir, I beg you, on my Knees. (Xneets. 
Emp. I will not hear one word upon that Subjett, 
But fly to puniſh thy ignoble V/rongs. (Exit. 
Per. Puniſh *em on thy ſelf then brutal Tycant ? 

I have no Enemies, no Wrongs, but thee, 

Thou art the hatred Source of ail my Wrongs. 

Q ! ye great Gods, we're taught that you are juſt, 

Why fleeps your Thunder then? why are your Bolts 

Spent upon Trees, Mountains, and idle Deſerts, 

And never reach chis Butcher of Mankind ? 

This old Oppreſſor of Innocence and Virtue ! 

Let *em reach him, or me, I care nat which, | 
Per. Go fetch a Gaurd. (To the Servant left with him. 
Por. But Heavn is deaf as him to all my Prayers. 

I will not bear't, O ! but for Poyſons, Daggers, 

Any kind ready way to fly to Death! 
Per. Madam, you ſpend your balmy Breath in vain, 

He hears you not, or if he did can't pity, 

That wov'd deſtroy the Fund of all his Hopes. 

L cwn, I pity you, and if I durſt---- 

Por. What w thou do ? ſor *tis impoſſible 

A Miniſter of bis thou'd e*re do good. 

Per. You're tooftvere, to cenſure all for him. 

Tis true, my Fortune tyes me to him faſt, 

Nay, I in Gratitude muſt own do love him, 

Yet 1 approve not all his cruel Deeds. 

No, by the Gods, my Soul is made ſo tender, 

Each mournful Object melts it ev'n to T: ars. 

What Pains, Diſeaſes, Racks cou'd ne'er wreſt from me, 

Behold your Suff rinngs, Madam, now extort ! 

(Seems to weep. 


For. "Tis wondrous ſtrange--- how cou'dlt thou ever pleaſe him. 
Per, 
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Per. Princes like Fortune, often blindly raiſe 
The ObjeQs of their” Power without thinking. 
Por. And canſt thou pity, and not reſolve Redreſs ? 
Per. Were | a God, for this Pd prize my Godhead, 
'That IT cou'd help the Wretched without Darger ; 
But as 4 am a Man, the Emp: ror's Slave, 
| forteit Wealth, and Life, by ſuch a Dced 
Por. Can generous pity dwell within your Breaſt, 
Ard yet not dare to dq a dangerous Gocd ? 
O ! if you ee have ſelt the Pangs of Love, . 
And all th: Longings of oppos'd Deſire, 
I do cornjiic- you by your Hopes to free me. 
[* Pcr. That Conjuration quite difarms my Fears, 
Aud fills my Heart with a moſt noble Daring. - 
For I do love, andin that very manner. 


Enter Guard:, 


Bnt ſee the Guards, 1 now muſt ſay ro more. 
Here, conduct her to in' Appartment -- « 
( They carry ker off. 
This was adexterons,turn of my Wit, 
Thar like the friencly Hand of ſome kind God, 
| Snatch'd me from off the very brink of Ruin, o 
And here has tirown the Prize into my Boſom ! 
| Forrnne has yet but bleſt my Hopes by halves ; 
| Held out the glitecring Cup of J-ys brim full, 
Th:n daſh'd it on the Ground, ev'n at my Lips. 
But now P11 hold the fickle Goddeſs faſt ; 
Graſp bright Occaſion by the tormoſt lock, 
And uſ* the lucky hours ſhe haſt lent me. 
Portia ſhall win me to her hop'd eſcape. 
Till 1 have train'd her ro the lonely Grotto, 
That will drowa all her Crys, and Woman's Skreams. 
And when I have reveng'd me on her Beauties, 
With my beſt Jewels, 1 will fiy from Rome. 
"Tis but the Scene of Pleaſure to remove, 
No Exile can be worſe than hopeleſs Love. 


(Exit. 


The End of the Third ACT. 


- 
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ACT-W.-S CENE bi: 
Under the Pallace "Garden Wall: | 
Sue Mecdies bi lifab Bib 


m— Waited the Extent of all my Paticnce 
At Veſts Temple for her promis'dComing, 
Agd yet ſhe canie not Night gow wears apace , * 
'1's not two Hours to Morn 3. Q! ſcanty Time / 
For the important Buſineſs of. my Life / 
O ! Sun! yer reſt within thy Wavy. Bed, 
And ſtop the fiery Steeds of haſtging Day / 
And thou, O Night / yet ſpread thy dusky Wiug:., 
To lull Mankind from their injurious Cares ; 
There will be time enough for buſic Men, 
To ruin, and ſupplant cach others Fortune. 
But ah! for me, for vw in Diſtrebs, 
This, only Night, of all Times gloomy row!, 
Is left, wark'd out for Safety, | 

I ſent Cleander too, to learn the Cauſe 
Of Portia*s Stay ; and told him he ſhov'd find 
Impatient here beneath this Garden Wall, 
How tedious is Delay to Men in Pain / 


Enter Cleander from the Garden, 


O ! Art thou come? Where does niy Portia ſtay > 
Is ſhe alive ? Is ſhe well : Is ſhe fafe ? 
Anſwer with (| for in thy drooping Looks 
I read Diſorder, that almoſt diſtratts me. 
Cle, She was, Sir, intercepted in her Flight ; 
Perennius guards her .till the Morning, 
And then ſhe is to wed the Emperor; 
Not one is ſuffer'd ta come near th*Appartment, 
TheEmpreſs too's divorc'd, and driven with Shame 
From Court,ev'n now: the Cauſe 1 cou'd” not learn 
Mar. The Cauſe ! the Caule is wondrous plain, Clemder a * 
But by the Gods he ſhall uot have his Will, 
While I have Life, * No, were he guarded round 
With Hydra's, lanjeg Chymera's, - blaſting Fories, 
And all the Terrors of: his , Native. Hell, 
Yet 1 wou'd through 'emn force,my horrid v.s, 
And with this Sword revenge.my Love, an ont.. [1s gomg.) 


Clean, Stay,Sir,and think--[toppig of bim?! tovertainDeath ” oy. 
$- p F 


2 & 4 > 9... .wv-_ 
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Mea. Death ! What is Dzath ? Is Death to be avoided 2 
Why ſhou'd I fhuh that Sabbath to my Labaurs? | [3 / 
That Boundary of Fortune's ſtormy Pow'r ? 

Death is the honeſt Friend that tway'd find, .: 

That flatters none, but with an equal Foot * * © 
Enters the Cottage, and the gilded Pallace. . , 

Clean. 1 fear not Death'-—— 'd ſoy to dye with Tou 
Yet when Chance offers fair for your Relief, , * 
'Twou'd be meer Frenzy to thro* Life from ns. © | | 4 

Mar, What doſt thon mean? What Hopes, or whir Nell 
Haſt thou in View? for I, alas! ſee none. . 

Clean, The Lodgings of Perenaiug face the Garden, 

And from his Windows Portia may eſca 
With eaſe, there arc no Guards on that. Side : 
The Garden Doors are open tvo4, through whicti 
I will with ſpeed coavey a Ladder to you, 3 
Mar. Fly then, fiy quickly, with a-Lovers Hafte, 
Beneath thoſe Windows thou wilt” fir thy Maſter, 
Impaticat of thy lcalt Delay-—— Be gone. | 
| CExeunt ſever ally \ th” Scene optits myo & : 
Garden, the Pa at a diff ance; Mate 
tian. goes in at the Garden Door, ' 


Enter Portia alone. 


Poy, 1 wou'd not ſtay for my Deliverer, 
Con'd | tell how to get trom out this place * 
For tho” - with gen'rous Care he let me down, 
Yet fure ſo near a Fayourite of g_Jyrant 
"That's only ſway'd, by Croetty | Luft, 
Muſt move, by more :gnoble rings than Pity ? 
His Words too bore a da | fol Meaning; 
His Eyes, at mention of -Ttuſt To him, 
Sparkled with Fire, White Nis mantting Blood” 
Fluſh'd ofre his Face ; he graſpU me roo with Ardor, 
As on the Window he fet me in-mhe Chair. 
Good Gods, dire& me ig. this dangerous Corſe, , 
Betwixt this Scylla, and that wild Charibdyr! © 
On both Sides worſe than Death, andin-the midſt 
All is uncertain ; © horrid Darkne(s all / ju" 
Hark / a Noiſe ! and this way it oprones? CA Wojfe. 
I tremble at each Tree and Buſh, for fear * 
It ſhou'd be me Coort Villain, .Yet muſt on; ed 
Perhaps from hence ſome-Ourlet, ? y Bog | 
by wandring round. O! grant ye Pow'ts I'do 

|here is noupht but Death, or foul Difymour!{Tx- 
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Fhitcy from the other Fe the Emperor, Mtendance, Lights, Muſic, 


Emp. T hat is the Window, place your ſelves beneath it, 
And charm my Goddefs with your humble Lays. 
The Force of Muſic, and the Pow'r of Numbers, 
May break the Icy ſpell that chills her Heart 
Againſt the prefiing Beats of warmer Love. 


Muſic «#4 Song. 


(1.) 
ſp - Czlia you bad Toth at Will, 
long  coufd hoard the fleeting Treafure, 
Ton ur ir Coy and Cruel ftill, 
And yet a-while delay your Pleaſure - 
But your Youth is ſwiftly Hynes 
And your Charms will foon be dying ;, 
And then yoi* uſe inviting Arts m vam, 
Tour Love will give no Joys, Tet wa will give noparn, - 
( 2, 
The: faded Luſtre of your Eyes 
Will then a'aſs | no more ſurprize w, 
IWhen every Charm in Riun hee, 
Tour Face, td nog yout 'W3 U* denies us 
Uſe your Time then, uf The Bleſſing ; 
Loſe no Hour 'w poſſeſſing - 
For when the firſt tumultuous Bliſk is paſt, 
It leaves a gr ateſul 5 Joy, that will far ever laſt. 


Emter Servants, forcing in Portia, 


Por, O Gentlemen, *F your Minds know pitty ; 
X you ha1i Mothers that, had any Virtue, 
Force me not to the hated (Cera. Pro Preſence ! 
. Nay, Madam, you ſhall to th 
ating this Lady fyin tee ne From rhought ny Imp gait, 
there he we have bt her fo your 
—_— You have done well, O where is the Slave, 
That durit berray this high, .im .Troſt? 


For I will plunge him iti 'd Diſgrace. 

_ — Maid, ftll to undo thy Friend / 

What froward Maxaums, Madam, wake you fly 
fromE pire, Glory,"hd wd purſig Love? 

For, Ah! Stran age EXE of, thy intwmage Rage ; 
That when thou'lt left me nothing but my Woe. 
Wilt not permit me to nw ev'n that, 

ur 


Put daſh the wretched Pleaſure with thy Love. 
ky F 2 Emp: 


- 36 
Life 


Fine to 
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Why © averſe to Joy ? fo fond of Sorrow? 
a .corious - Web, by Nature wrought, 
the Eye, but torn by ery Chance 


You burſt its tender Threads with Pond'rous Grief, 
And ſhun the downy Pleafurcs it will bear. 
Por. Pleaſure from thee! 


Emp, 


From me ? Yes. by the Gods; 


Soft flowing Pleaſures . of brisk, Wit and Love, 
Ingrateful Fair, 1 wou'd diſperſe thoſe Clouds, 
T hat gather round thy Moraing Sun of Life, 


And thou with a falſe Pride, doſt 


purn me from thee. 


Por, Wer'*t thou V iftorious,. Brave, as the firſt Ceſar, 
I cou'd not love ; but as ihhn art, Llvath thee 
More than the. xhe$; vlane ig thy poor Empire. 


Emp. 


When "t fabmits to. beg it ſhovy'd be fo, 


But Love impo.*d falſe-Med'cines for my Cure 
Thy Inſfolence now frees me from the Cheat. ' 
I've not furgot 1 am thy Emperor ; 

That thou art made the Subject of my Pleaſure, 
Yes, 1 will,xuſb igto th Rrugeling Arms, 


In all the Rage of riy "Tempe 
And ſieze the Joys by Fofce, 1asK'd in vain. 


Par. 


vous Love, 

[ Embraces ber, 
O Gols, defend me from the Tyrant's Luſt ; 

Aſide. 7 mult*againſt the DiQtates of my Heart, 
Sooth hun. with, Hope, to gayn ſome Time for Help. 


The ſureſt Means to gaif,.a Womans Heart, 


Is to convince her that yon triily. Joye 1 


Which 


3 


| muſt doubt, if you attempt my Honour, _ 


Force is th* Effet of Fondneſs, of your Eafe, 

That ſhuns the Pain of furer Arts to-pleafe ; 

Beauty is bought by tender Vows and Sighs ,. 

Yeu rob, if you d*ny* to 'pay Irs Be FAA 
Emp.Have I not ſight'd & rel a thouſand, ors, 

Yet nougt have gam of all my Fruftle Pain, © 

DNitd: 


But haughty Slights, 


in, art vile Aﬀrones. 


Por. Conlider, Sir; my Soul's t60 fult,of Grief,  . 


Suffers too much, by art unhappy Love 
; To tafte anther Valliop" yer, * Kg 
Tree 


y 7 


For in a little ray ie. & [54/1 ade 8 277 257 4 
To view your Love a more &ual 9000 9758 


Emp. 
1 will conſume thy anyious_Love in *Mige, 


My Love's too fierce to brook theleaſt Delay; 


Whoſe B:amy meg AY + be ObCun'd, | 
Wirth riling Olovds: of Sddndhy or Miffortihe, OI 
Here thou wilt find no Feits; no'Stzhs; birgch 3 1 1 a 
As fan the Ai< ard tently heavethe > Ct” 


With ſtrogolingPleaſare, 714 Excefs of Joy : 


Whiſpering Murmurs, and Eternal Billiug. 


Os, 4 
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Our Coc#s ſhall be more piercing than Fagan, wo , 


I*!l claſp thee to me, and Il 'twine abonr thee 
Cloſer then Ivy, or the curling Vine, 
We'll mix like Waters, till we loſe DiſtinQtion, 
Por, If all my Sufffrings cannot move your Heart,” 
Think upon Hell, the Wheel and Rowling Stone, 
Unheard of Woe, that Fancy cannot paint ; 
A Tyrant*s Hell too is the diſmal Centre, 
Where all the Lincs of Circling Tortures meet. 
Emp. Miſtaken Fair, here is the Hell you threat, 
No Tantalus dreads "the looſe impending Rock ; 
No Tytius lies extended o'er the Plain z 
The Eternal Food of Birds in Hell. But here 
Vain Bizgots Fears the Cares of buſic Men, 
And Lovers Pangs create the uncafie Torments 
But I will burſt the Chain that holds me down, 
And with refiltleſS Fury ſcale my Heaven. | Embraces, awd offers to 
kiſs amd ruffle her. 
Enter Martian, | 
Afar. The gloomy Night has put new Darkneſs on ; 
And led by ſome ſtrange Fate, I wander round, 
And cannot find the well known Lodgings our, 
Por. Stand of, unhand me, thou firſt-battr of Hell ; 
Thou Blot of Nature, thou Crime vf Providence, 
Thou Sum and Extract of all, that is molt loathſome ! 


Mo. Ha! my Portis, in the Hands of Raviſhers ! [Martian draws, 
Villain, forbear my Love. and runs at *9* Emperor , 5; 
— by the Guards. 
z 


Emp. What! is it thou? thon art a daring Rebe 
Bot I'11 deal with thee as thy Crimes deſerve. 
Gn drazg him hence to the Turpeian Rock ; 
Daſh him to-piecesz ſhall Inefre have Reſt 
For Trayrors ? 

Mar. -O Portia! O farewct, for ever! 

Por. O diſmal Sound?! for ever ? 


AMzr, For ever ! | 
Por. Sure, there are Joys above for ſufffring Virtue: 


There we ſhall meet again z my Soul will know thee : 
It is fo full-of thee, Fil nor ſtay long; 
Indeed 1 won't, but reach thee in thy Flight. 
O Heaven ! O Earth! and thon, O Neptune, hear-me, 
And fix etergal Racks upon tny Saul, 
If I out live my Martian many Minutes. 
Emp. Muſt 1 ſpeak in vaia ? drag himaway. | 
Mar, Oh! my Love, farewel. * * | 
Por. A) / this is worſe than Death [They force bim out; ſhe FaintsT 
[IWkile they're employed about Portia, Perennius 


enters at the upper end of the Walk. ] 
| Teren, 


J 
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| Feren Now curſe on that muſt thus iprrude. 
When 1 ſhou'd ſcat my ſelf with Portis's Beantics, 
Yer this is. of a Nature, that, new arms. mc 
Axainſt the other Fears. that. check'd my * Love, 
Th*Army mutining, and juſt entring Rome, 
Led on by Auwrelian, 
Muſt be the Emperor's Downfall, and mine with him. 
Since that is ſure, 1'*ll make my Joys as ſure , 
Graſp firſt the Treaſure of this charming Maid, 
Then fly with Speed from the black gathering Storm. 
Emp. So, ſhe revives; | 
Go bear her gently to Yaleria's Lodgings, 
And bid her Maids prepare, her for my Love, 
I'll not defer my Mariiage or Enjoyment. [They beay ber off. 
Per. Ha! What's this? —— do my Eyes and Ears deceive me ? 
Is Portia ſnatch*d agzin from my Embrace ? 
Fate preſſes ſo from every fide upon me, 
T have no Time for Thought—[payes] 1 muſt excuſe 
Her Flight, nor yet inform bin of his Danger, 
Leaſt his Deſpair ſhou'd but augment. his Rage, 
Beyond my Power td calm, My Lord. 
Emp. Perennus / . 
Tograteful Slave, how Aurſt thou tempt my Fury, 
Ev*n in the guilty Moment ? 
Per.. "Yis true, my Sov'raign ;. | 
If by appearance we ſhou'd judge of things, 
There is too juſt a Cauſe for your Dread Anger; FY 
But my dear Maſter «on 
Emp. No more of thy falſe Wiles to blind my Eyes, 
The Veil is off that hid the cunning Villain, 
That cou'd betray me, and let my Portia go : 


Seize him, if he reſiſts you, kill him. [To the Guards 

Per. Come on, Fll nor fall-tamely by the Tyrant [Perenaivs drans, 
O that infenervate Arm ſhou'd mils thy Life! runs at the Empe- 
Yes, curſed Prince, I own the brave Deſign ; ror ; is ſtabl*d by 
] was thy Rival, and bright Portis Lover, the Guards. 


And let her go, ts rifle all ber Sweets, 
Surfecit on Joy, for one immortal ; Momear. 
But Fortune mock*d me.. with a. hop'd Succeſs, 
. © that ſhe wou'd thee too! nay, well I know it, 
Zurelian comes ſoon, td revenge me on thee.; 
The more to blaſt thy fancy'd Pleaſures know ; 
Valeria was impoſed on by-my Arts; 
And knew nor [ #tns, more than Portia did ; 
Bythat Device thought to bear, her off; 
Tkieatew tond., £475, to ſoure, my Loves 

, For 


The Roman Brides Revenge. 39 

For ſome more lucky Hour, but in vain —— 
My Life is on the Wing, —-— ſo-Curſes on thee 3 —— 
Thou wilt not be behiad me long, —— Oh!  [ Des. 

Emp. Df*ye thou w—_ Dog ! ——— [Spurns bin | 
What can the dying Villain mean? Revenge, 
Aurelian;,, — *tis no matter what — 
Fate muſt fly ſwiftly, co-preveat my Joy ; 
And that once gain't, ſhe can bar halt deſtroy. - CEx#, 


Enter Empreſs alone. 


Empreſs. Ah ! wretched me, Fre drain'd my Eyes of T&rs, 
But not my Heart of Woe! that's fill fixt here : | 
No Plaints can move it, and no $ighs redreſs / 

Thio* baniſh'd} hence from my dear cruel Lord; 

My Treacherous Feet will ſtill purſue his Steps; 

Fve fonght the Garden round, and cannot find him, 
What can do, or whither can I tara ? - 

Horror, Deſpair on ery Side befiege ne | | 
D:ath—«cis Death that only can reheve mez  [Pauſes, 
Yes, I will dic;— my Fondaneſs does deſerve it — [[Pauſes 
To love beyond fach Slights, —— but ſhall I die . 

Thus tamely ?7—Yes—W hat! thus? thus uareveng'd?[ Pauſes 
Ah! yes, that Death beit ſuits my tender Love. 

Ha ! there he goes 3 my Heart bounds atthe fight, D 
And ftrikes a Tranſient Joy all o're my Soul ! 

FII follow him, and die within his Arms ; 

He'll pity ſure” his bleeding Vitims Groans; 

Perhaps may kifs my pale and breathleſs Lips ; 

May wiſh he'd been more kind, and I more happy. (Fx. '- 


Scene changes to Portia's Appartment... 
Emer Portia, and ber Maid Criſpina- - 


Criſ. Why are you, Madam, obſtinate in Woe, -. 
And ſhun the Indulgenee of a Smiling Fortune, 
Pot a vain Love, and Fraitleſs Cnſtancy ? 
Rome courts you for her Em and your Prince ' 
Dies at your Feet, with moſt unfeigned Deſires. = 
Por. No more,-1 will-not hear my Love blaſphen#d;—- - 
Is this a time to urge the impious Cauſe ! : 
For oh the T yrants Miniſters of Murder, 
perhaps this Minute- butcher my poor Love: T Pauſes, and fixes ber: 
Ha.” dreadful lmsge' of . my-certaun Woe - Looks on one place. ] 
Wha. * 
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What horrid Scene is this; thow doit: preſeat me ? 
See —= where he lies: Qirenhd outs bpon the Floor : 
His noble Limbs hack'd 'by-that-Curattiroat: Viſtaia 7 
See if that Coward dots notpierce his Boſom, - 1+ 
Where his brave Heart. dwells, that” abhorz'd a Coward 
See from the gaping Wounds, the Purple Flood * 
Rowls like a Torrent down' his:mangieqggBody,' ... 
And in it his great Sonl; -- Ha't Palene(s! Death ! 
Oh ! Horror ! Horror! Horror ! Poiſons! Daggers! 
Diſpatch me quickly, ere the F yragt comes 
To dragg to*s polluted Nuprtial Rites. 
Ah! my dear Martian! "ſtay forthy dying Pcrtia; 
Beat the Wing awhile, and P11. be with you. 

Cri/. How ſtrange Imagination works' upon herl - 

Tor. Oh! oh!-—{groms)] Lo! now-Icome \[ favrts away, 

Cri/. Help here quickly, help; the'/Emprefſstaints, ' 

gf 56-4 { Enter jeveral Women, and rium 
| ber ;, endeavour to recerve bt [) 

So ſhe recovers, —- ſtand off, and give her Air. | 

Por Be gone, ——and letmedie,— | willnet live ;—— 
Why did you rouſe me-from this Golden Viſion! 
Of Martian, triumphine/ Afirtian, and endicts Love ? 

Criſ. Let not the anxious Dreams of Fancy rack you ; 
What boot your r__ your Fury, or Laments? ** 
They can't revoke his Sulffrings, nor your Doom 
The Emperor- loves c00 much, to-quit you ever. 
You had better, Madam, ſcem to like the Fate ; 


. You can't avoid, 


Por. 1 will not anſwer thee ——_ 


© But looſe my ſelf in kind diſtrating Thought. 


Portia, thy Name ſhou'd now inſpire thy Love, 

And make it (trugghe to fome Godhike: Act, = [pauſes. 
Brutus thy Portia et the great Example p 

To Rom.m Wives, winch 1 a Bride will follow, (pan f, 
tla! — fure ſome Heav*nly Beam informs my Mind ; 
Bears it above the common pitch of Glory, 

To a brave Decd, that's; fingulaily great ! 

Oh! bright Ambition of, aſpiring Virtue | 

To what amazing Heigles rhoau dolt tranſport me ! 

tor diſtant Ages to: behold with Woader ! 

No, my dear Lord, 

Your Portia ſhan*t ſurvive. you ; 

Nor will the tamely fall like: helpleſs Woman 


-- Bui as zcſatv'd, and bold, ; as. Cat's Daughter ;* 


My Countrys  —_ wath ;my, Love conlſpires, 
Totom the engeance for lo!t Rome, and AM rtiyn :; 
I: {111} be fo — the Noble Thought revivcs me, 
And thoorts a pleaſtag Horror thro* giy ul, 
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Cri/. Strange Agonies-.are. lab*ring 46 hc Adiatl,, 
Betwixt Ambition and defeated -Luve;! | 
1 hope my wholfome Counſels will prevail,  * 
And turn the Scale for the @rviving: Lover ; 
I'm fure / gain my Ends by that; to riſc 
And ſhine, at Court among, the foremoſt Beautics , 
For mod*rate Charms will make a Figure there, 
As well as modfrate Honeſty or Virtue, .!: ' 
Por. e 1 muſt difſemble with this Servile Maid, 
Afide. <« WhoſeEyes are dazled with approaching Grandeur, 
To get the Means of my ador'd Revenge. 
[To ber] Criſpins, you have faid you” lov'd me, 
Aud leem to draw-your Counſels from-that Loye ; 
Tell me then, and tell me truly too; - 
Is it not better die with him / love, - 
Than live with him, that loves but for a Day, 
If he does love me, ds * 
Criſ. Doubt not your Charms, Madam ; TY 
For thoſe will fix his wadd'ring Heart for cyer. | 
To dye! oh! ftis a dreadful thiog' ta tlic !. 
The old themſelves, ev'a in that taſtiefs Age, 
That crawl upon the barren part of Lite 
All, on the horrid Precipice of Death, 
Catch hold of ev*ry rootleſs ſeeming Stay, / - 
- That may defer awhile their certain Fail. 
And ſhou'd Youth then, amidſt its blogming Toyy, 
And all its lively force of Appetite, 
Fly Life's full Feaſt, for hungry farviaz 1th ? 
It is unnatural to the laſt dezree. 
Befides the learn'd themſelves, 1 find, can't tell 
What we are after Death, or that w* «rc, 
If we are not then, how can Afmritan !57e you? 
If his Love's ceas*d, why then ſhou'd yours ſurvive ? 
In doubtful things, the Wiſe, the furer chooſe : 
Thi Emperor lives iu Glory, aad ia Love, 
And he will make you great, 2+ you-are fair. 
Por. Greatneſs indeed 1 owa bas many Charms, 
Where built on ſolid, not unfairhrol Ground ; 
But *ris a flecting Greataeſs he preſeats: 
Valeria loſt it in one Rapid Month. 
C.s Fm glad ſhe will diſpute it ; tor when Woman 
Alide, SOnce parleys with her Conſtancy, *tis gon- 
Aloud.) Valeria, Madam; is no Kule'to you; 
Th* Event has ſhew'd yours'are.the ſtronger Charms, 
Por, Till the next taking Face- ſhalbcome 19 view, 
No, no, Criſpma, I'm not yet © vain— .. 7 
To think I can ſecure my Greatnels fo. 
Yet 1 do know a way, But = my Heart ! 


How : 
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Howl am ſliding from the heights of Virwe 
loto the Abyſs of the foul Tyrants Love. '' ' - 
Criſ. Grant him a Tyrant, and a vile Gppoefibr ; 
O'tis a noble Task thea for your Virtue, 
To offer up your ſelf, to-mold this Tyrant 
Into the generous Principles of Honour, 
For your Countrys 'Good, 
Por, That will prevail, 
I fear, againſt the Force of all my Vows. 
Cri/. It myſt, it ſhall, 'jt does. 
Por. Well, may 1 truſt-thec ? 
Criſ. My Life,my Fortuge,and my Heart, are yours. 
Por.My Mother, on her Death-bed did bequeath me 
A noble Juice, the laſting Seal of Love; ' © 
With that, ſhe fix*d my Father in his Faith, 
Ev'a to his dying Hour: Here take this Key ; 
In th* inmoſt Drawer of my own Cabinet, 
Thou'lt find ir feal'd up-ina gilded Viol:- 
Haſte, and fetch it, tha with rhe Magic Words, .. 
_ - _—_ may _ itto him; 
or that's required to Operation ) 
Ev*n in the facred- time " our Nuptials. 
Criſ. 1] will be back before the Rites begun. 
Por. Be ſo, and now my labring Soul's at caſe ; 
And — Victim _ 
To the bright Altar of Divige x 
Heav*a for th* unhappy kindly took this Care 
To place th* Aſyle of Friend) y Death, ſtill near 
To that Retreat, with eager Haſte I! fly; 
I'm not entirely wretched, who dare die. 


The End of the Fourth ACT. 


——_— — _r 


ACT V. SCENE I. 


The Street near the Pallate. 


Mar. "Was not well donegto fly from my Preſer1 ers ; 
What tho* my Love, and . Cleander's $ 
*4 me away from ont the } Fight 

That ſet me free, I ſhon}d have Joſt accalion, ; 

And dy'd with ſfoch brave Friends; 

Well, 7 will back, | 

A& leaſt to know 'em3. if 7 can't aſſiſt them. FD 
| / 


43 
Enter Cleander. Cl goong.] 


Clean. O which way, Sir——— O whither are you going ? 
Au. No more——=1 will not thus deſert my Friends ; 
Such noble Friends, that ſaatcht me from Deſtruftion 
In Rome, almoſt within the Tyrants hearing, 
Clean, Had 1, Sir, known whit ſince / have beheld, 
IT had not forc'd you from the doubtfnl Combate, 
To pain your Soul with Tortures worſe than Death. 
Mar.\What doſt thou mean ? thy Words, and frightful Looks 
Import ſome ſtrange Event; is Portis dead ? 
Has ſhe ovtgon me in the Race of Love? 
O wretched Martin, mean inglorions Afartiar x 
To fly from Death, while Portia ſought it out ! 
Clean. O Sir, ſhe lives / is too well pleaſed with Life. 
Adair. Ha ! 
Clean, This Minute, Sir, 1 faw her the Court ; 
Joy in her Face, and Pleaſure in her Eyes, 
To her black Nuptials with the- Emperor. 
AMar. What, Portia ! 
Clean, Portia, 
AMar, My Portia ? 
Clean. Your Portia, Sir. 
Mar. The ſofteſt Dear. proteſting vowing Maid, 
That ever ſooth'd a Doating Lover's Paſſion , 
Can ſhe be falſe ? 
Clean. Ev*n ſhe is falſe ; 
She h's cavght the curſt Cantagion from her Brother 
And in the very Moment of your Death, 
With Smiles and fond Carefſes, weds your Butcher. 
Mar. Impoſſible and falſe / 
Clean. 1'4 not abuſe her, 
Nor you; / ſaw it; with theſe Eyes / aw it. 
Mu. Thy Eyes deceiv'd thee ; for thou ſaw'{ her 
Dragg'd to the impious Bridals, all in Tears; 
In reeling Agonles, in the Pangs of Death : 
If ſhe would live, ev'n to cadure fo much ; 
If thou ſaw*ſt Portia, was thus that thou did*kt ſee ber : 
Do 7 not know her ſtrong Immortal Virtue? 
Did ſhe not ſwear that ſhe would. not outlive me ? 
And yet within an Hour wed my Maurderer ? 
No more, left thou provoke my laſting Hate. ' 
Clean. Fre done, Sir, 
. Afar. But art thou ſure thou Gw'ſt her ? 
Clean. 1 dare not, Sir, repeat it; for 7 fear, 
More than my Death you hate. 
Aur. Tell mg, 1 fay, 
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rt ſure that it was her that thou didſt ſee ? 
"Char. The Hall's aow full cf moſt amaz'd Bcholders, 
Aad in the Throng, diſguizd, you may fee all; 
If | have urp*&u fa , ever hare me, 
Atar. It this be fowo— O friendſhip, Love, farewel / 
If this be fo —— where is the Wretch like me ? 
If thas be ſow bur Il not wrong her Virtue, 
Nor Credit ought, but'my own Eyes againſt her. [Exengt 


S C ENE Il. 


A Magnificent Hall; the Emperor and Portia 
itn their Bridal Habits, 
Pater Martian; and/Cleander; diſpuiſed. 


Ep. By every Trom Fm, and inftrument 
Of Muhc ſound. alood ; che big Druas, 
And make the Eccho of my Joys rebaund 
Up to the Vaulced Roof of Heav'a it ſelf, 
That all the Gods may Ewulate my Pleaſures ; 
While Portia Qriuks the Bridal Beveridge. TPortia urizks, baving 
: firft put ſomething im the Boxl.] 
Emp, What did my Love mix in ous Bridal Bowl? 
For. A Philtre, Sir, ro &x. your roving Heart : 
W hoſe Magic Force will make you always mine. 
Emp. Ha ! give it me, tor greedily Fl drink 
The Noble Charm, by which 1grow:{Immortal : 
For to love always thus, is more than Godhead, T Drinks & all of. 
Alir, Oh Tricmphing Falbood / O Exccfs of Woman 


Futer Empreſs, with ber Hair dſhevel'd, and ber Beſons all bloody, 


Empr, Where is the Fmperor ? where is my falſe Prince? 
/ cannot Ire, mor” dic away from hign, 
Oh ! let me claſp thee in my fainting Arms; 
Be not urcaſie at my dye Fondaels ; 
In Jalge it now, indulge it, 'prithee do'; 
'Tis the laſt timemever wall offend thee, 
Emp. Ba! Valeria) "cake 
What barbarons'Fard bas made this bloody Havock? 
Engr. This, this, my Emperor, tho* it was too weak 
To hold you there,” cou'd exerute-yout Hate : 
Yer when I'm dead, as ſoon 1 tnd 1 ſha!l be, 
Prithee remember how Faterra lov thee ; 
Bore 4!l thy Shights, «thy Scorn,-and thy hard Uſage, 
Sought ao Revenge but on her injur'd felf ; 


Trox, 
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True, 7 camplain'd of thy Ingrateful Falſhood 
But my Complaiats aroſe from furions Love ; 
The more / did complain, 7 lov'd thee more : 
Pray'd to the Gods to guard the dear Deſtroyer, 
And rather dy'd than you ſhow'd be uncaſie. 
Emp. *Tis fad, O Portia; this is wondrous ſad / 
Empr. T hiak then, oh! think ; does not ſoch tenderLove 
Merit a kind place in your Rerhembrance ? 
Ah! no—-if it be kind, it muſt torment thee : 
Forget me rather; O tet be forgot, 
Rather than give my Love one anxious Pang, 
Emp, Al my Valeria ! : 
Empr, Ha! your /aleria? did you not call me yours ? 
Emp. 1 did, thou matchleſs Tenderacſs and Love. 
Empr. And do you pitty me? 
Emp. By Heav'n I do. 
Emryr. It is enough, and now /die moſt happy : 
O the fierce Joy ſo ſtruggles in my Breaſt, 
"That all the Strings of Life now burſt aſunder. 
O. 1 have loſt you in ſurrounding Darkneſs / 
O do not hate my" Memory ! this Kiſs, 
And this laſt dear Embrace; and now Fm---nothing. [dies 
Empr. Shes gon, the tender Mourner is no more ; 
And like the Swans, her dying Notes ſo ſweet, 
"They charm my Soul, and fix me here for ever. 
Por, Ah ! poor nahappy Princeſs, art thou dead ? 
Throwmg off bus Jalan ſhe is dead, falſe Portia, and thou liviag ! 


A.ar. Robes,and com- 2Slain, by thy Guilt ſhe's dead ? _— 
ing up to ber, /Such Vittims ſhou*d be offer'd at ſuch Rus. 

Por, \ ſtarting] Ha ! Martian ! 
Mar. Virtue and Truth, fond Teriderneſs and Love, 

Shou'd fall at Union of fo foul a Pair. 

Murder, Perjury, Oppreſhon, Falſhood, 

Hypocrilie, Ingratitnde, and all ; 

All that can make ye both Supremely wicked, 

Meet in ye. But your Impious Joys are ſhort ; 

For ſee this Sward {hall end *em ia this Place, {Lays bis Fland 

on bis Sword. 


* TPortia runs to Martian, and ſtops bim.] 
Por. Hold, Afartian, hold, touch not the Emperor. 
Hes my Savrifice, 


Mar. Gods, ſhe loves him too ! 
This whets my Rage, «dds Fire ro my Revenge! [The Emperor 
flarts from ;he Empreſs, 


Emp. Ha! bold Aſſaſſins, in my very Pallace ? 
How cane this Traytor 29 evade my Sentence ! 


w 


Air. 


ab - Reman Brig R JETER "ah 
Mu. That 1 don't know The Gods it ſeems decreed it, 
To torture me afreſh with ſight of thee, 
And that falſe Maid. 
Por, 1 will be juſtify*d. ; : 
My, Tis impoſſible —— not a vile Proſtitute, 
That for a Drachma ſells her common Favours 
To the mean, grealie Refuſe of the Vulgar, 
Cou'd have done worſe. O Portia! Portia ! 
Por. O Martian, Martian! hear, your Portia ſpeak. 
Mar, Stand off, and touch me not, Polluted Fair. 
Por. You ſhall not daſh me from you till you hear me. | 
Fmp. Via! Portia! is this well ? what means my Love: 
Por. B:gon, no more, the anxious Scene 1s over. 
Enter a Meſſenger im baſte, 
M:J). O fy, Sir, quickly, if you yet have T ime 
To fave your ſelf from imminent Deſtruction. 
Arrelian leads on the Pretorian Bands : 
Who, with united Fury Teck you ovr, 
Vowing Revenge for Axtian's Injuriesy 
I only have eſcap'd' ro give you Notice. 
Emp. No more, — 
Nor with thy-Fears diſturb my laſt Reſolves: 
Yes, I will falt as Galienus ſhou'd <— [ Draws. 
And do one piece of Jultice e'r | die, [Aves at Avrelian, whoreti 
Upon that bold aſpiring Traytor. ring, draws; the Soldiers come 
bebrad, and ſcize the Emperor, 


Enter Antcliang aud So'diers, ſpoaks ont ring. - 


Awrel, Pere, ceaſe the Vulgar Slaughter ſreze the Tyrant : 
My Fellow-ſoldiers, this is keg that Ground ye 
With Porerty, for all your Toils, and Batrles, 
Fought in his vile Canſc, raviſh'd your Mothers, 
Daughters, Siſters, butcher'd your Fathers. 
And has unpe»ple1 Romr, and drove your General, 
Your brave A4:rtian, from the Sacred Altar, 
Seize too his Bride; who, tho* my Siſter, falls 
A Victim to my injur'! Friend and Honour, 
Por. *'My Brother! tis noble: Fury that ſhon'd 
Make thee dreadful, to me is freſh Endearment. 
Alir. What do I hear ! what ſtrange new wonder's this ? 
Emp. Aurelian ! this from thee, - ungrateful Man ; 
Have I for this advanced thee to theſe Honours ? 
Axy. Tliy Native Thirſt of Guilt advanc me to *cm ; 
To bribe my Virtue, to betray my Friend, 
Pervert my Siſter, and to taint my Blood ; 
With Villanies a Soldier's Heart diſdains, 
To hx you ſafe, in doing daily Wrongs, 


| tuxa*] 
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T turn'd thy cunning Arts agaialt thy ſelf, 
To gain a Pow*fr to do my ighe ; 
Revenge m* affaalred Honour, and my Friend. 
Por. O the mali lafiuence of my Stars / 
Martian alive, and my loſt Brother 
Aa yet uo Hopes of Happineſs for me ! 
Mar. Artthou Auwelian, that haſt done all this, 
Or has ſome God atfom'd rhy awful Form ? 
Aur. My noble Friend, O fly to my Embrace : 
My Heart has panted like a Virgin's for thee, 
E're ſince I ſaw thee, leſt my ſwift Relief 
Shou'd be out-run by Fate, as it was nefre, 
When my firſt Troops juſt ſnatch'd thee from Deſtrutiou. 
Aar. When will the meaſure of my Woes be full? 
If thoufrt Aurelian, 1 am more un b 

Aur. What do / hear 7 what was that fatal Squad ? 

O end me Gods, deſtroy this wretched Being, 
Since I have liv'd to make my Friend unhappy. 

Mar. It is thy Goodneſs, and thy Virtues wound me; 

Theſe call me Baſe, lngrateful and Injuriaus ; 

For I have wrong'd — 

Doubted thy Faith, believ'd thed falſe ; nay, curs'd thee: 
O turn thoſe Curſes on this guilty Head, 

Good Gods, and ſhow*r your — on him. 

Aur. No more, myFriend, 1 gave but too much Cauſe, 
But rather choſe to cut thee to the quick, 

Than not effe&t the cure of thy: ſick Fortune. 

ſar. And canſt thou then forgive thy = Friend ? 

Aur. O let me hold thee h and tell thee a [ they embrace... 

Mar. O thou bright Beam of Comfort to my Soul ; 

That like theMorniag Star doſt promiſe Day 

To the black Stormy Night of Afirtian's Sorrows. 
Conidſt thou but call a few paſt Minutes back, 

I might be happy ſtill. But oh! my Friend, 
Behold that threataing Meteor that ſtands there ; 
She blaſts my Hopes, forbids all Thoughts of Joy. 

Emp. ( Ha ! what ſtrange ſhooting Fires have ſeiz'd my Blood 7. 
| | tear I've dr ſome deadly Poiſon, that breaks 
Aſide. ) My Thoughts, and diſappoints = op*ning Hopes. 

Ot Empire, ' and of Portia, and of Revenge. 

Az. Canſt thou believe ir, Friend, the Virtuous Portis ; 

Thy Siſter there is marry*d to the Tyrant. 

I ſaw the horrid Myſtery rm*d 

While the Earth ſhook, and Nature ſtood agaſt ;. 
The yelling Furies held the. Noptial Torches, 
And Hell was pleaſed with- the Infernal Rites. 

Por. It e'er unhappy Portia had your Heart; 
If all your Vows and Oaths are got forgot ;. 
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! by thoſe tender Pledges-I conjure you; 
Hear me while I have Life ro-tell my Story. 

Aar. Yes, 1 will hear thee, thus coor, mult hear thee 3 
For, how I lov4d, nay, I love thee tilt : 

Witneſs theſe Pangs and Agonies I feel, 
To find thee falſe. 

Por. And © unequal Pow*rs, ,: 

That ſhed ſuch baneful Influence .on our Paſſion 3 
Bzar witneſs to my. Fruth,' to my” ryalt Love ! | 
Witneſs how much 1 doat on Afrtian ſtill 
Spight of his hard Suſpitions of my Virtue : 
Witneſs how 1 have ever held him here; 
Wirhout a Raval. 

Mar. Ha! can this be fo ? 

Por, Oh ! hear the fatal Story of my Love; 
And ſce if ever Woman lov'd like me ; 

If ever Woman has bern wrong'd like me ; 
If ever Woman was reveng d like me. 

Mgr. Speak 0n---uncommon Love, Wrongs and Revenge; 
There's mighty Meaning in theſe fatal Sounds. 

Por, Had | but known, or cou'd have hop'd thy Lite, 
We had bin happy, thinking you no more, 

Reſolv'd on Death, a brave Revenge inſpird me 
To ſink the "Tyrant in his height of Triumph, 
And puniſh allhis Wrongs to thee and Rome, 
And in the Bridal Bowl I drank a Poiſon, 

In which, with thirſty Eagerneſs, he pledg'd me. 

Emp. Was that the Philtre chen, ingrateful Fair, 
And yet it is fo while, it burns my Bowels ? 

For from thy Virtue, tho* I draw my eath ; 
T hat very Deed docs more encreafe my Love. 

For, Oh! ſpeak not to me; I hate the jarring Sound ; 
Nothing bur. Love and Adfartian now can pleaſe me —— 
But oh! I faint; it tears each Vital Part, 

Burſts all my Nerves into a thouſand pieces, 
And now aſlablrs the laſt Retreats of Life. 
O give me one kind word before | dic. 

Aur. Ten Thouſand Thouſand, for I'm Kindueſs all : 

What fatal Story iS it thou haſt rold/us, 

That joins th* Extreams of Joy, and wild Deſpair ? 

O my Friends ! Auretian and Cleander, 

Why draw you not this. Sword to pierce this Heart, 
That has Jouey the beſt of all her Sex : 
Blaſphem*d this Goddeſ:, doubted Truth her ſelf, 

Por. O my dear Afrtian, rack not riyy poor Mind ; 
It was the wayward working of our Fate; 
Apncarance bwl'd thy forious Love to Jealoukic 
Bu I forgive thee. 


AT. 
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May. How canſt thou forgive me ? | 
Poxy, Yes, Indeed 1] do | 
And love thee, Afartian, with ſo ſtrange an Ardor, 
That Words cannot expreſs it. 
Mar. Let me crawl 
Thus on the Earth to meet thy gen'rous Pardon ; 
But how ſhall I approach thee, O my Love ? 
Thou art all fair, all white, without one Spot ; 
I All Contagion, and dark guilty Foulnefs, 
Por, O! my Love, where artthou ? —— _ [Faints. 
Mar. Ha! ſee the pale Deſtroyer invades her ; 
Makes diſmal Havock in this Fiel1 of Beauty, 
And walts the roſie” Honours of her Face. 
O ! Ruin! Deſpair ! O Horror, Hell and Furies/ 
Aur. Ah! my dear Siſter, Innocent and Dead ! 
Mar, Ay, dead my Friend, but ſee ſhe breaths again ! 
Por, O tell me ye bright Beings, where's my Love, 
= muſt know the Hero of Mankind : 
His Eyes dart Fire, and he perfumes Breaths , 
Pleaſing as dawn of *Day, and awful as a God. 
Mar. .O charming Madneſs, when ? ſhe raves on Love. | 
Por, Oh! have | tound my Truant out ; come to my Aris; 
We will be loſt in Joys; the Tyrant's dead, 
Plung'd in black Stix, and burning Flegeton : 
See how the Furies toſs him with their Prongs / 
. Ha ! Furies and Styx, and burning Flegeton, 
They're here indeed, and read my tortur'd Body ; 
But any Pains for thee, thou charming Tyrant. 
Por. Ha! art thon gone? mounted aloft ? O ſtay ! 
The Gods will wait a while— well ſoar together. 
Wilt thou not ſtay ? I will purſue thee then; 
Range all th' Ethereal Pallaces to find thee ; 
Accuſe the Gods, upbraid unequal Jove, 
Till to appeaſe me; and reward my Faith ; 
He gives my Martian to my Arms for ever. 
O ! I have got thee now; 'tis Heav'n— all beamy Joy / ({ Dies. 
" Mar. She's gon, Aurelian, her __ Soul is fled, 
And left the Beauteous Manſion of her Body ; 
O let me fix and gaze on thee for ever! 
Will not my burning Kiſſes warm thoſe Lips ? [Fixes himſelf, and 
Nor thine convey therr deadly Cold to mine? gazes on ber, ſorc- 
Emp. Yes, yes,ſhe's gone, I ſce ber ſtarry Soul times kifſons ber. 
Mount yonder ; ſec, ſhe makes a Galaxie / 
on, the _ are =_ my Rivals. ——_ 
y Eagle bears me from this Burning Pile, 
To all my Kindred Deities above, 
So have 1 caught thee, peevilh Fair ; away 
H 
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Bear me to Pindays Shades ;” the Muſes there 
Siall ling alaud-our Hymencal Song, 
To the ſoft Murmurs of fair Helicon ; 
While we upon the bleſt Caſtalian Shoar, 
Conſummate our unfiniſh'd Loves. See, fee, 
Calliope, Frato, Clio, Enterge, 
And all the reſt of the Immortal Nine - 
Q hear the Myſtic Numbers of their Verſe, 
Full of thy Beavties, and my 1aging Love. ; 

Aſi. Ah my poor Love, is this thy Bridal Bed * 
Death the cold Lover, that muſt fill thy Arms ? 

Emp. Be gone,fond Mytian, tell not me of Buſineſs, 
T here, that's your Man; whats the dull World to me ? 
Let the mad Heroes ſcramble for Crowns and —_— 
Give me more Beauty, young Balm and Girls. 
- Ha! ſtill oppos'd in my foft Round of Hinkre? 
| ag that ſfawcy Virtue there that awes me ! 

y am I Emperor, but to have my Will ? 

Ha! Treaſon! Aſſaſhns ! Daggers / Poiſons / 

Aur. See how his Soul, ev'n in its Agony, 
Exerts it ſelf, and burns with the ſame Fires. 

Emp, What, all the Earth and Firmament on Fire ? 
Nay, then I muſt burn too, Ha! ha/ ha! ha! 
Sce that decrepit Stoic there, he'd fain 
Plunge in the Sea, to- fave his Beard from Fire- 
Look how the Blind, the Lame, haggard Poverty, 
Loathſome Diſeaſes, all ſcamper from kind Death / 
Why ſhou'd they ſhun Death that know no Pleaſure / 
See Low that Prieſt too leaves his Gods in th* Lurch, 
To fave himſelf : Ha! ha ! ha! how that old Ladies paint 
Melts from her Face, and leaves her Furrows empty. 
Oh dreadful Sight ! what —_ and Emperors too, 
Bupnt like common Chaff ! A poor Valeria! 
Gn this Heart dry up thy Tears ? No matter, 
Steal down to Tretis, in her Corral Red ; 
The Conflagration will not reach thee there. Ha / 
Free, 'tis a Funeral Pile, that's worthy 
When all Mankind's the Fewel ; Age and Youth, 
Beauty and Detormity,* Vice and Virtue ; 
iow I rejoice that Pleaſure dics with me. 
Ha! Thunder ? Whirlwinds of tempeſtnous Fire / 
See how the flaming Billows row! his way ! 
How they conſume me ! oh ! "ris ſoultry hot ! 
My Guards, Remans, clap Tyber in betwixt me: 
Euphrates, Ganzes, Nile, O *twill not do. 
See, they're drank up all with one thirſty Blaſt : 
© for whole Oceans ; ſee I burn, I burn; oh ! 
Ha? toſsd in a moment to theſe Lakes of Ice 


— —  — 


Gods, 
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Gods, now 1 frieze! ah ! cold "ſhivering cold---oh! [ies 

Aur, He's dead ; the Plague of Rome is now no more z 
My Friend, what ! gazing ſtill upon my Siſter : 

See here how well the has reveng'd thy Wrongs. 

Mir. Odo not, rouze me from this lovely Horror ! 
Let me run wild in gazing on my Portia ! 

She has not loſt the Charms of her dear Eyes : 
For tho* their Summer warming, Sun be ſer, 

Theſe trembling Beauties of her winter'd Night, 
Dart ſhivering Pleaſures thro' my ſhaking Heart. 

O let me look upon their chilling BrightneG, 

Till unperceiv'd it frieze away my Lite. 

Aur, You muſt not throw your uſeful Life away, 
When Rome demands you for her Lord, and claims 
Her Freedom from you. | 

Mar. Odonot ſhock my Soul with Thoughts of Empure : 
Am 1 aProſpe& for my Countrys Hopes! 

No, no, I am the laſt, and worſt of Men : 

A wretched Outcaſt, the meer Draff of Nature ! 

Bankrupt of Virtue, what can Rome hope from me, 

But greater Ills, than what I've done already * 

For who deſtroy'd this Beauteous Maid ? Bur 1, 

Who rack'd her with Doubts, eva in the Pangs of Death 

*Twas 1, who has abus'd thy Virtue too; 

But 1! ſtand off, touch not ſuch foul Infettion !? 

Never forgive me, as thou'rt Friend to Juſtice, 

, Honour or Love, --—— but ſpurn me from thee : 
Spurn me to my black Kindred, Shades below, 

Thus, thus, and thus. - [ $t.abs bimfelf, and f.alls. 

Aur. What bas your Frenzy done ? but with that Blow, 
Deftroy'd us all ? : 

Clean, O my dear Maſter, ſee; {taking up bis Maſter's Dagger. 
I follow you, 

Mar. I charge thee by thy Love, 

Thy honeſt Love for thy unhappy Maſter ; 
I charge thee live, thy Liberty 1 give thee. _ 

Gean. O do not bind me to this Rack of Life ; 
- What boots my Freedom, when all Joy is loſt , 

Mar. 1 muſt bequeath thee as a valued Gift 
To my brave Friend ; therefore I charge thee live, 

It thou wou'dſt have thy Miſter die 4a Peace. 

Aur, Talk not of Gifts to me, ah cruel Martian ; 
Think not L-love thee with fo frail a Paſſion, 

To quit my Friead in Death, more than Diſtrels : 
No deation, I will copy out this Deed, 
As I have ſtrove to do your paſt. 

Mar. Oh ! Live! 

Your Friend, your Country, and &' immortal Gods, 


lapole 


| 
| 
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1capoſe Life for izing Kome ; © 
The pudlick Good ſhov'd rule your private Will. 
= * 1 lov'd _ SS, 

ce perte&t Image of the Gods t yes: 
Yet, ſince that -private Paſſion lull'd the Crys, 
And drown'd the Groans of m*expiring Country, 


- The Gods have ſnatch'd ber from me by ſtrange Means, ; 


And took the Glory of deliv*ring Rome 
From out my Guilry Hands, to give ir thee. 
Make Rome thy Mi then Honour, Renown, 
Succeſs and Joy will crown thy happy Life. 
Aur, There's ſomething ſo Divine, and Awful in you; 
It fixes me in Life againſt my Will ; 
Makes me the Victim of the Public Good. 
Aar. *Tis well refolv'd,my Friend, 
But oh ! | faint ——-reward Cleander's Faith, . 
I can no more, this one Embrace, rmy Friend, [ Emby aces him. 
Ak this -= thee—and =_ farewel for ever | [| Embraces 
Ah, my dear Portia, lo ALirtian comes | 
My Soul is reſtlels from thee. ' Put our Aſhes 
Withia one common Urn <— 0h ! my Portia! [ Dies. 
Cl, He's dead, wy Maſter's dead ; [Pauſe 
O hard Command | 
Yet here 1 fix, and ſure this Sight will end me, 


Without a Dagger, O ! break my ftubborn Heart. 


Aw. His dying Words ſhall be obey'd —— no more , 


our Sorrows-; 
ports erent ng has within his View : 
to his Breathleſs Body \t1 
Meckidlcs I hear kim chander out clout 
To -all the liſkning Workd this Godlike Maxim 
Learn from my Fate, that T yes of LovFor Blood 


' Are of ao Force agaiaſt the Public Good, 


ET ae.  * 


